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A Pillow of Winds 


Chapter One 

The Long Island Sound glittered much like the night sky above. All that could be heard were the crashing of the 
waves. | sat on the front porch, drinking a refreshing glass of Pinot Grigio. | was trying desperately to relax a 
week before my daughter's wedding. So many thoughts were racing in my mind Would her father be watching 
from above on her special day? Was | able to let her go into the world on her own as the independent, bubbly 
girl | knew her to be? One question that did not come to mind was my future son-in-law. Bryce Hanson was a 
very successful environmental lawyer and inherited his father's charm and crystal blue eyes. Bryce and his 
family vacationed on the island with us every summer, and my husband joked that he and our Lauren were 
betrothed as they built sand castles. It had been nine years since my husband Paul passed away after his 
battle with prostate cancer and | felt his hand touch my shoulder at that very moment. He was softly telling 


me to not worry so much and to come steal a slow dance with him before it was time for bed. A sudden, 
summer breeze tickled the wind chimes and the subtle smell of salt air was enticing me to a much- needed 


sleep. 


" Evelyn, did you hear about who is moving into the Mastersons' house?" Cheryl Thompson, my best friend 
from my days at Barnard College asked me, spreading butter on her toast. 

"No, is it anyone we know?" | pressed my finger to my temple slightly, dreading the upcoming appointments of 
the day. 

"| hear it's a married couple. She's a film director and he's a musician". 

" Cheryl, that sounds like all of our neighbors already" | laughed. Even in our college days, she always wanted 
to be the first to report a story. No wonder she ended up becoming a major columnist for the New Yorker. 
"As soon as | talk to their real estate broker, I'll have a nice little garden party to show them a proper 
welcome’. 

" | love you, but honestly, I'm not really into parties considering l'm helping Lauren with the wedding. You know | 
have so much to do and need to get this house ready". | reached into the freezer and grabbed a pack of 
cigarettes from the side shelf. 

" Evelyn! You started smoking again?" Her eyes went wide with alarm. "The last time you picked up a cigarette 
was when-" Cheryl stopped herself mid sentence. 

"When they told me Paul had six months" | said, finishing it for her. "I'm sorry, | am just under so much 
stress’. 

"You need some air. What the hell, give me one of those cigarettes too, while you're at it". 

Cheryl and | walked onto the porch and the first inhale was that familiar rush of nicotine and relief. Suddenly 
we were transported to our dorm room in Barnard in 1913. We were doing our usual all-nighter nonsense 
writing papers,drinking beer and playing records. Cheryl had just come back from a date with Richard, a med 
student at Columbia. He would later become her husband. "Evie he is just so far out, you'll really like him". Her 
strawberry blonde curls seemed to bounce with every adjective ascribed to the dashing future doctor. 

"l'm sure | will", | said, somewhat mockingly. Cheryl had an array of lovers that appreciated the shape of her 
derriere but not her inquisitive, sharp mind. Women in our English literature classes still were looking for 
husbands in between mid-terms. Needless to say, we weren't those women. We wanted to get internships to 
Rolling Stone and the Village Voice and interview real live rock stars. Or cover stories from the front line for 
the New York Times. Even in the height of the feminist movement, it was still unheard of for a woman to 
make a name for herself in the papers. 

My trip down memory lane was suddenly interrupted by a voice calling a name that | haven't heard in years. 
"Evelyn Andrews!" 

The voice was deep, male, English and unwavering. Not at all like the inflections most people use when they say 
your full name and aren't sure if it is the person they are looking for. | turned around and indeed, my past had 
caught up to me. His tall, lanky figure walked toward the house with a steady gait and that was the last thing | 
remembered before my body became weightless and hit the ground. 


| woke up on the porch and felt an icepack being pressed to my forehead. | blinked my eyes and saw Cheryl and 
the gentleman crouched over me, concerned. What the hell just happened? | stopped taking Adavan years ago 


for my anxiety. Lauren's upcoming nuptials were really taking a toll on me. 


| conjured what | thought was a sufficient inquiry but probably sounded like post-anesthetic jibber -jabber. 
"Roger?" 

He smiled knowingly, and tucked his arm behind my waist to help me up. His salt colored hair was being tousled 
by the morning sea breeze. 

" Evelyn, | knew you'd be surprised to see me, but isn't this a bit much?" he mocked gently. He motioned for 
me to sit down on one of the Adirondack chairs nearby. 

Cheryl looked at me, as if to say "I really don't know everything about my best friend, do |?" Her brain was 
racing with questions and | knew I'd have to have her over for after-dinner wine tonight to fill her in on the 
22 year old girl | had almost entirely forgotten about. 

"You two know each other?" she queried She gave me the look that best friends give one another when you've 
had the audacity to be hiding a significant secret for years. 

"| guess you could say that" | said, somewhat hesitantly. Roger's green eyes danced with mischief, as if 
someone told him the punch line to a dirty joke. Bastard. 

Breaking the ice, Roger said "Now | can say | know one of my new neighbors. And it doesn't hurt she's stil 
attractive after all these years". 

Cheryl was determined to get to the bottom of the connection with her journalistic fundamentals. Who was 
Roger? What was the nature of their relationship? Where did they meet? How did it end? Why did Evelyn faint 
upon seeing him years later? But she also knew these were not questions to ask in front of someone she 
never met. It wasn't the way of the Hamptons. 

| couldn't speak a single word as a flood of images filled my head. Snapshots. Introducing myself to him at the 
Roosevelt Hotel bar. Meeting the rest of the band after they played Radio City Music Hall. Drinking in the 
Village. Taking Roger to our house on the island off-season when he was tired of the incessant noise and bustle 
of New York City. That was during our spring break at Barnard when we had an exceptionally rainy March. | 
remember being terrified of the approaching Nor‘easter, and the lights went out. | found a transistor radio my 
father had and the station played Miles Davis. 

Its alright, love" he whispered, enclosing his mouth around my neck. The candles flickered rapidly as the wind 
howled outside." Let's not think about the storm now." His hands clasped my sides firmly, and | felt myself 
tremble. The rain pounded against the windows, | was fearing they would shatter. 

"But what if the-?" He gently pressed his index finger on my lips, and sauntered his body towards the bottom 
of the bed. | started to laugh slightly, knowing how tall he was and wondering what in the world he was doing 
with his legs, which by now were well past the end of the mattress. 

| felt Roger press his thumbs into my hips and | looked down at him, hovering between my legs. | closed my 
eyes and felt the lightest breath on my thighs. The thunder roared, and each lightning flash showed his 
emerald eyes looking up at me with complete lust and abandon. 

"I bet those college boys you've been with have never done this" he purred. 

The soft strains of the trumpet seemed to encapsulate the involuntary rhythms of my body, rising to meet 
his hungry mouth. He planned each move with his tongue on me carefully, meticulously. | looked up at the 
ceiling and panted with desire. His calloused yet soft fingers traced circles around my inner thighs, then down 
to the inside of my knees, then back up again. His movements were crafted and precise. 

| felt a soft hum and then a wave came over me, like when | was eleven swimming into the swells of the 
Atlantic, arms outstretched. My heart pounded rapidly and | felt a warm rush sweep over. My body was 
shaking even more fervently than when the storm first arrived. 


My first instinct was to grab Roger's shaggy hair. | felt my other hand clench his wrist just under where my 


right leg met my backside. Then | felt this incredible release and became a little light-headed. He pressed my 
legs down firmly apart with his forearms as my hips jumped against him. 

He rose his head up and moved himself up so that his face was against mine. He licked his lips slowly, and 
smiled slyly. 

"Mmm. Evelyn, | mean this in all sincerity. When | tasted you, it was like strawberries. When you came in my 
mouth, it was like Moet." 

"When | what?" | shot up into a sitting position | was confused. Most of the men | was with involved me giving 
them head and then we would have sex which lasted only a few moments. 

Roger knew | wasn't insulted, though there were times on his end he took my comments too much to heart. 
He sat upright behind me, softly touching my shoulders, then cupping my breasts. His long legs were 
outstretched and | felt his hardness pressing urgently on my lower back. 

" So you mean to tell me you've never had an orgasm?" he asked earnestly, brushing his shaggy bangs out of 
his face. "Those college boys really don't know what they're doing". 

"| guess they don't. That's why I'm with you". It didn't intimidate me that Roger was eight years older than | 
was and had many women, as is what happens when you're a famous musician. | often though that many times 
| was meant to be intimate with him in this way to learn even more about myself and what | wanted from life. 
"I'd love to go down on you again if you want me to. | can't fucking get enough of you, Evelyn" He pulled me 


back into his chest, sliding his hand down my stomach. | turned my head to kiss his full, pink lips deeply. 


| then positioned myself to sit in his lap facing him, guiding him into me slowly. He moaned softly as | rocked 
my hips in time with the piano keys. He gripped my backside with each thrust, leaving a wet, soft trail on my 
breasts. His open mouth was desperate to drink up my skin like wine. 

" | want you on your back" he panted. 

Without disjoining, he had lain me on the bed, and his body descended on top of mine. | ran my hands down his 
back, and grabbed his god-given ass with such tenacity | thought he was going to yell out in pain 

"Roger", | sighed, the saxophone growing increasingly louder, in tandem with his breathing and the thunder 
outside. 

He looked into my eyes, never breaking his gaze. He took my left hand in his, bending my arm slightly over my 
head on the pillow. 

" All | think about is how | can have you" he growled, soon approaching his own climax. His hair fell into his 
face again, and | gently brushed it aside to see his eyes. My God, his eyes. That was the first thing | noticed 
when | saw him sitting at the Roosevelt Hotel Bar. 

With that, | felt myself tighten up and he gasped for air. | felt the warm waves again, He smiled, nodded, and 
clenched my right hip. It was a beautiful explosion 


Needless to say, we made love well into the next afternoon. 


Sitting at my kitchen table, | was wondering what Roger was thinking. Why now, after so many years, does he 
decide to move two houses away from me on the island? And how could he be so kind and cordial to me after 
all the horrible things | said to him the last time we were together? The Roger | knew would've held a grudge 
to his death bed. Maybe it is true that older age makes you more mellow. 

"I know, I'll make some tea’ Cheryl offered, trying to break the potential tension. "I know the kettle's around 
here somewhere. You have to excuse her, Roger, her daughter is getting married next Saturday in this house 


and everything's been topsy-turvy. Evie needs me to help her stay organized". 


"Daughter" Roger said. "How lovely. Does she look like you?" He looked at me and smiled. 

"Yes. Lauren looks like me but has her father's eyes". 

"So who's the lucky man?" Roger asked, scrutinizing my wedding ring. " Is it Paul? | always wanted to meet him. 
Seems like a decent fellow. Surprised he isn't here to help you with the wedding plans". 

| felt the lump in my throat swell and the tears streamed down my face. Cheryl stood with trepidation at the 
stove and just then, the kettle screeched. 

"No" | stammered. "He died nine years ago October. Cancer." 

Roger's face became crestfallen. He took my hand in his, and | didn't object. "I'm so sorry, love" he said, rubbing 
his large thumb on my knuckles. 

After a while, we had our tea We told Cheryl how we met at the Roosevelt Hotel Bar and having one too many 
drinks, | introduced myself to Roger as "The ultimate New York Tour Guide for the trans-Atlantic Transients". 
Then he proceeded to state that he too, was rather inebriated and due to our inability to get physically 
acquainted that fateful night, we walked along Broadway for hours and got kicked out of a diner. 

Just then, | heard the front door shut." Mom, are you here?" 

"Lauren, I'm in the kitchen" | called to her. "Aunt Cheryl is here along with an old friend of mine". 

Lauren walked into the kitchen, her chestnut brown hair gleaming despite her frazzled demeanor of a bride-to- 
be. Her | Phone was constantly chiming with email alerts and text messages. She hurriedly fumbled to search 
for the phone to see what appointment she needed to rush to next. 

"Oh my God, I'm going to be late for the luncheon" Lauren was still talking before making her entrance into the 
room. "| have to get to Mr and Mrs Hanson's right away. There are just not enough hours!" 

Lauren walked into the room, and her eyes frantically searched for something amiss. Her sight-line then 
caught Roger's. He got up from his chair and extended his hand. 

"Hi Lauren, I'm Roger. You're mum's told me so much about you. My daughter's about your age and she just 
got married a few years ago herself". 

"Hi. Nice to meet you. Mom, can | talk to you?" 

"Sure. " | turned to Roger and Cheryl. "I'm sorry, you know how it is planning a wedding’. 

| walked into the foyer as Lauren was rushing out yet again. This was becoming a common occurrence with 
her. 

" What is it sweetie?". 

"Mom, do you know who he is?" she tugged at her purse strap. 

"Yes, he's our new neighbor. He moved into the Masterson's with his wife. | also knew him when | went to 
Barnard". 

"Mom, | don't think you understand”. Lauren nervously combed her fingers through her hair, something she did 
when she was very anxious. " Roger fucking Waters of fucking Pink Floyd is in our fucking kitchen”. 

"Lauren!" | shouted. "I did not pay all that money for the schools you attended to have you use such language. 
And | really don't like the way you're speaking to me". 

"Okay Mom" she spat furiously. "Are you now going to tell me you were a groupie while you were at Barnard? 
" She looked at Roger again, chatting with Cheryl. She slapped her hands on her forehead. "You fucked him, 
didn't you?" She started to pace across the entryway. "Oh my God!" 

‘Lauren, lower your voice" | seethed through clenched teeth. "This is not the place." 

"Well when is the place? When were you going to tell me? Where you with him before Dad? Where you with 
him while you were married to Daddy?" 


"Lauren" | said, feeling my body vibrate with anger. "You need to leave right now". 


Lauren looked at me, her brown eyes narrowing with contempt. "Fine Mom." 

With that, she slammed the door. Sometimes your daughters don't need to know about the love affairs of 
your youth. 

| went back into the kitchen. "I'm sorry, I'm sure you both heard everything’. 

Roger laughed. "The apple sure didn't fall far from the tree. | remember many a night you would shout at me 
just like she did" He sighed and tapped his fingers on the table. 

"Evelyn, | think what we need a drink" he stated, matter-of-factly." Cheryl, do you mind?" 

"Not at all. And Evie, | think you need to stay here today. Forget the appointment with the florist, I'll call and 
reschedule for Wednesday". 


"What are you thinking about?" | asked Roger, gliding my toe along the length of his shin. The storm had ended 
that morning, and we had just finished another session of lovemaking. 

Roger exhaled the last of his cigarette. " You know, the usual. Seeing everything constantly in disarray, how 
fucked up our global economy is becoming, etc. You?" 

Without missing a beat, | looked at Roger and said: 

"Somehow, l'm trying to get proof that | went to Lake Placid with Cheryl to show my parents. That's where 
they think l'm spending the holiday". 

"When in all actuality" Roger interrupted, pulling me close to him. "You're in your Hamptons home in the arms 
of a man that your father would probably have no second thoughts doing away with." 

"| wouldn't say that. Before he met my mother he was engaged to an English girl during the war. She died while 
he was stationed in Normandy. | don't really talk about the war with my dad, you know?" Roger looked out the 
window, staring at the sea. | felt his body become slightly tense. 

" Was your dad in the war too?" 

Roger cleared his throat. "Yes, he was in the Royal Fusiliers, in Anzio, Italy. He was killed in action. | was only 
five months old". 

"l'm so sorry". | felt the sudden need to comfort him. | remember thinking while | was in high school of all the 
people that perished in the Vietnam War, leaving their families behind. 

Roger was silent and aloof. But he was also great at changing the subject when things got too emotional. 
"What did you want to do today? Would you like to walk on the beach? The sand back home is not quite as 
soff". 

"Yes, I'd like that. lIl even make a picnic basket". 

"But first," Roger whispered in my ear, "I'd like to fuck you again". He moved his hand between my legs, not so 
secretly aching to feel him inside me. 


He never was one for flowery words. 


Thinking back towards that time, | regretted how | drifted apart from my father. | felt that somehow he would 
not approve of what kind of woman | was becoming. Seeing a married man whenever he came to town, spending 
nights in bed contemplating what could be. My dad resented the men in the Navy that did the port of call loop 


with their women, and here | was, practically doing the same thing. 


| knew my mother didn't like the changes in me. She blamed it on the charades of youth, drugs, and Ivy League 
education. My mother was always so cold and reserved, and | remember most of my interactions with her 
always ended in an argument." You should concentrate on finding yourself a husband" she used to say. " You're 
not getting any younger". 

My father, however, was my ally. | didn't want to hurt him. | smelled the aroma of the cherry pipe he smoked 
after dinner every night and he had a glass of scotch in his hand. The ice clanked while Perry Como played on 
the radio. 

Not a black hair on his head was out of place. The few times my mother smiled was when she recounted the 
story of their first meeting in the office where my father worked on Wall Street. She said that was the first 
thing she noticed about him. 


A tear came to my eye. | missed my father. | wondered if he was proud of me. 


Cheryl poured another glass of scotch for Roger to drink. She smiled and then gave me a glass of Pinot Noir. 
" You need something strong" she laughed. "I know it's the summer, but whites just won't get the job done". 
"You have to understand," | started. "I don't normally do this". 

"You're the mother of the bride, you can do anything you want, as far as I'm concerned." Not surprising that 
Roger always validated his arguments to the letter. 

" And it's five o'clock somewhere" Cheryl added." Evie, I'm sorry, | really must be going. Roger, it was a 
pleasure meeting you. | hope to see you again real soon’. The jingle of her bracelets bounced with her hair as 
she walked away. The smell of her perfume hung in the air. Every year, she asked me to buy her Estee 
Lauder for her birthday. A promise | kept from our post college days. 

"So, tell me about what you've been up to these days? Are you still writing songs and playing music?" Roger 
looked shocked by the statement, but almost in a refreshing way. | was never really a fan of his music. | 
preferred most of the other rock contemporaries, but always went back to the jazz. The music of my father. 
"Actually, yes. I'm getting ready to start a tour in the next few months. My wife is in Toronto working on a 
documentary. She'll be gone for quite a while. l'm used to being on my own and rather like it. Its one of the 
things we agreed upon’. He drank from his glass. "Fourth time is the charm". 

Fourth? Did he just say that? Maybe Roger was married so many times because he could be so obstinate and 
controlling. ‘Well, | think you should do it this way’. ‘Maybe you shouldn't eat that’, ‘Be mindful of your drinking’. 
Constant critiques that could drive you to madness and walk out the door without leaving a note. 

"Paul was my only husband. You would've liked him. He was a CEO for a major insurance carrier and played the 
saxophone. He was a wonderful husband and terrific father". 

‘lm sure he was" Roger began. "l'm just surprised you married someone so into the corporate realm". "Here 
we go again’ | thought. "He's showing me the thoughtless, shallow asshole that | remember". 

"But | shouldn't really say anything on the matter, my second wife was related to the Marquess of Zetland. So 
no one is more bourgeois than me”. Roger always used his self-effacing humor to try to disguise his disdain. | 
wasn't buying it. 

| sat in silence, glancing at the kitchen window. 

" Oh come off it’, he chided. "Do you really think I'm a major fucking asshole after all these years?" Roger 
blinked wildly, and paused, sensing my utter displeasure. "My God, you really must think I'm that way. I'm sorry 
to have bothered you, Evelyn. When you're ready to talk about this, you know where to find me". He set his 
glass in the sink. 


"Thank you" he said, and closed the door gently behind. 


Without flinching, | picked up a crystal vase and threw it against the closed door. 
"Bastard!" | screamed. | knew that word hurt Roger, because his father was dead. 


And that was the last word | said to him, leaving the Carlyle in tears. That was February 1980. 


| drove into town, listening to "Take 5" on the Sirius Jazz station | was never much one for the latest 
technology. My daughter Lauren insisted when | bought the Lexus three years ago that | just had to have it. 
‘Mom, they have every type of music you can think of. Crystal clear sound and no commercials!" She was just 
like her father that way, always on the cutting edge. | was a little more old fashioned, and still kept my record 
collection and turntable. You couldn't convince me that digital was the wave of the future. | preferred to 
remain in the past, but only in that sense. 

| was on my way to pick up the centerpieces. The sun was shining and it was a beautiful day. Not too hot for 
June. Thank goodness Barbara (Bryce's mother) agreed to take over the floral arrangements for me. 

| walked into the store and gave the clerk my name to pick up the order. Two giant boxes were then mounted 
on the counter. How on earth was | going to get them into the car? 

Just as the clerk began to offer assistance, he looked up. 

"Sir, may | help you?" he asked. 

Sure enough, there was Roger in the doorway, dressed in jeans and a form fitting black shirt. He lifted his 
aviator shades and rested them on top of his head, in a sea of hair. He walked over towards the counter. 
"Here, let me". He took the boxes in his hands. 

"What are you doing here?" | looked down, trying to avoid eye contact. But | couldn't stop looking at him. Maybe 
it had been too long since Paul was gone. 

| was in the neighborhood, checking out the new surroundings. Why don't we grab some lunch? I'm sure you 
haven't eaten in three days. | know my ex wife didn't when our daughter got married’. 

"| guess that's alright. Want to take my car?". 

Roger smirked. "No offense, love. A Lexus is a little too Hampton housewife for me. I'll help you load the car, 


and then promise you'll wait for me to come collect you". 


After | loaded up the car, | waited. Around the corner, | heard a thunderous engine rev up. Not quite like the 
muscle cars of my youth (I'll never forget sitting in Paul's Dodge Charger racing through the roads of 
Montauk after we announced our engagement). More like the purr of a jungle cat. 

A flash of a black Jaguar approached me. Roger laughed, knowing that | did not expect a man almost 
approaching seventy to pull up in the most-sought after model, the XK. Despite his personal and political 
beliefs, his vice was beautiful cars. This was of his own admission. 

"Get inl" he yelled, opening the door from the inside. "I'd come round to do it for you, but there's nowhere to 
bloody park!" 

The jazz music was calling me like a siren song. | hopped into the leather seat, and looked down to see his hand 
grabbing the stickshift. | couldn't believe | was getting excited over a car. | thought those days were long 
behind me. 


We found a place by the water to have lunch. We shared a Salade Nicoise and some clams on the half-shell. 
Roger ordered a bottle of champagne. 

"To Lauren's marriage. I've never been great at toasts, so | always keep it simple". | watched his throat bob up 
and down vigorously. 

"Now this is great fucking champagne!" he exclaimed. | happened to see some of the known Hampton socialites 
staring at us, in quiet disapproval. Roger noticed it as well. 

"Cunts", he muttered into his fluted glass. 

"Roger! | hate that word". | pushed myself away from the table, appalled. "| always have." 

"But its true. | know how they think, how they act. You don't fit in with those types. People like you and Cheryl 
are into the Hamptons for peace and quiet, not maintaining the rungs on the social ladder. Darling, we're 
nouveau riche and always will be to them." 

"What brought you here then, if you're so anti-high society?" 

Roger put down his fork. "That's an excellent question". He paused for a moment to ask the waiter about the 
fish in French, but ended up saying the word for poison. It was just downright awful. | forgot to even ask him 
to elaborate on his answer. 

| threw my head back and laughed. Then Roger started to laugh even more uncontrollably. He was normally 
very serious and sometimes pensive. Every once in a great while, he would be in a rather giddy mood full of 
one-liners and take amusement in the silliest of things. 

"Been a while, huh? I'm sorry, but it's so funny. Not only are you speaking French terribly, but you're doing it 
with an English accent. That poor waiter". 

Roger smiled, and shook his head. "Would you prefer | do it with a New Yawk accent? I've heard some of the 
natives here. Once they get animated it all comes out, no matter how many elocution lessons they may have 
had". Roger sounded more Australian than American with his attempt of the dialect of the Empire State. A fit 
of hysterical laughter soon followed as the waiter took our plates away. 

"Tu es un foul" 

I'm a what?" he asked, stunned that | even knew the language. Paul and | went to Paris in April every year. It 
was our tradition We always walked the Left Bank the first night we got there. City of Lights. City of Love. 
"You're crazy" | said, unknowingly seductive. Great fucking champagne indeed. 

"That | am" he assented. He motioned for the waiter to come back and paid the check. 


"Il follow you home after | take you to your car" he said. 


Chapter 4 


Chapter Four 


Lauren and | were walking on the beach. The orange and pink hues of the sunset splashed across the sky. The 
waves rolled in with the high tide. 


"Mom, | just wanted to say, l'm really sorry for taking everything out on you. | was out of line". 

‘Its OK. We've all been under a lot of stress lately." 

| stepped back and looked at my daughter. It was amazing how much she looked like me at that age. What | 
envied about her was her chestnut brown shine in her hair. Mine is what you call golden brown, mixed with a 
few grays here and there. She wore her hair long, to the middle of her back. | used to love styling her hair 
when she was a little girl. She would tell me about how her day was at school, and how her piano lessons were 


coming along as she sat between my knees. 


She was also a spectacular dancer. She took to it like a duck to water. Her studies were just as effortless. She 
graduated top of her class and went to Barnard, just like | had. 


She met Bryce again after several summers in law school. They were both extremely ambitious and eager to 
help others. Lauren went into the estate planning side and Bryce pursued environmental law. Lauren told me she 
chose estate planning because she empathized with those losing precious loved ones and had trouble keeping 
their finances in order. 

"Mom, are you OK?" She traced the sand with her toes. 

"Yes, Lauren | just want you to know Daddy and | have always been proud of you". 


"Thanks, Mom. Again, | wanted to say l'm sorry about everything. Roger probably thinks l'm a spiteful bitch” 


"He doesn't think that about you. I'm sure once you really get to talk to him, he'll know how sweet and kind you 


are". 
Lauren giggled to herself. 


‘Ive got it!" she exclaimed. "Tell him to come to the wedding. Bryce has been asking me to invite him. You have 
no idea how much it would mean to him, well, us, if he shows up". 


"| suppose | could ask". 


Lauren tugged my sleeve. 


"Isn't that him over there now?" 


| looked, and saw Roger casting a fishing line off of the jetty. The strong breeze seemed to lull him into a 
dreamy tranquility. His khaki pants were cuffed and his rather long legs were dangling over the rocks. 


"Mom, let's go ask him now!" 

"Are you sure? He might be busy doing something else". 

Lauren started to laugh. "Mom, you could ask him to do anything. You have that power". 
"Ha, you really think so?" 


We started to walk towards the jetty. Roger happened to look over, and waved with his free hand. He smiled 
and started to reel in the rod. 


" Just in time, | think | caught something!" He pulled the line back, taut. A large black sea bass emerged on the 
line. Then, to my surprise, he released it back into the water. 


"It wasn't long enough, | had to throw it back. So how are you girls enjoying the beach?" 
"Just fine. Going for a walk". 
Lauren twirled her hair nervously. 


| wanted to ask you something. We wanted to know if you had any plans on Saturday. We would all be delighted 


if you could come to the wedding’ 

Roger stood up on the jetty, and put down the fishing rod 

" | think ve got a suit in the house" he said, smiling. "Lauren, | would be delighted" 

"Thank you", | said. * Its at the house. It starts at two." 

"Mom, | really should get back to the house” Lauren stated. " Roger, lm so glad you can come" 
As Lauren walked away, she winked at me. 


"Aren't the rocks hurting your feet?" | asked. The wind started to pick up as the last orange hues danced 


across the water. 


" No, but | would prefer sand under them." 


"Well, come on then, let's take a walk". 


| saw Roger gaze out at the sea. The air, though gusty, seemed to instead blow the gentlest kiss on his face. 


He closed his eyes to enjoy the moment. | had never seen him at peace like this. 


"Now | understand why you love it here. Back in England, | always made sure my home was not far from a lake 


or a river. My surname is just an odd coincidence to my love of being surrounded by water". 

| gave Roger a playful tap on his shoulder, and then to my surprise, he grabbed my hand and held it in his. 
‘After all these years, | thought I'd be over you. But seeing you again brought it all back for me. In retrospect, 
| understand why you wouldn't marry me. It was the wrong time. | was a bitter man, and wouldn't have been 
very good for you." 


"And you were newly divorced" | added. "I never wanted to be someone's rebound". 


"That's OK, | didn't realize | had an addiction to marriage. Even my therapist didn't catch on, go fucking figure. | 
could have saved thousands of pounds had | known that all along”. 


We continued to walk. The ocean sparkled from the last rays of sun. Once again, nature was setting the mood. 


It was May of 1975. Roger had found out | was staying in Paris for three weeks for a belated college 
graduation present. | had gotten back from a day of exploring the Musee D'Orsay and the Louvre. It was my 
first time there, and | was falling in love with the city. Paris was magical in its pulse and fashion-forwardness. 
You could be eating in the tiniest café and still feel regal and sophisticated. 

Just as | was about to head out again to walk around the Left Bank, the phone rang. 

"Hello?" 

Laughter. Then a slight pause. 


" You're getting a bit of the Parisian accent already". 


"Roger? How did you know | was here? How are you?" | hadn't heard from him since after Judy left him. 


" | told the housekeeper | was a hotel manager and that your bill was overdue". 

"You asshole!" | giggled. "You really are crazy. Are you home?" 

"Yeah, but | need a break. We've been working on a new album. " 

"You, a break? But don't you love working?" 

"Not the point. London's not as far away as you think. Now that | know you're in Paris, | can meet you and 
then take you to San Tropez. Dave and his fiancée, Ginger are going too, and | would feel awfully terrible if | 
was made to be the third wheel”. 

"How did | know this call was because you wanted something from me?" 


Roger got defensive. " What | want is to see you. I'm not a man who operates on agendas." 


‘lm sorry. It's the cynical New Yorker in me". | looked at the clock on the wall and resigned my exploration of 


the city to another night: 

Roger must've sensed my impetuosity. 

"Love, am | keeping you?" 

" | was about to head out. But I'd rather catch up with you and see what's been going on in your life". 


"Well, | told you | was working on a new album. And l'm still trying to get used to the single life. How about you, 


lm sure you have a handsome boyfriend by now’. 
"No, | don't". 

"Perfect. No guilt, right?" 

"Right". 

"You don't sound too happy to hear from me". 
"Its not that, Roger.” 

"Then what is it?" 

| thought you forgot about me already". 


"On the contrary, no. You got me through my divorce. And if | may be so blunt, | thought of you and wanked 


off quite a few times". 

"Roger!" 

"Oh come on, you don't think about me when you touch yourself?" 

"| don't do that". 

Roger laughed. " Ah, Evelyn no need to be proper. Look where proper got me. Divorced" 


| twirled the cord of the phone in my fingers nervously. | closed my eyes and longed for him to be in front of 
me. | had try to deny all along that he was on my mind. 


"Was that a sigh | just heard? You want me still, don't you?" 

"Yes", | admitted. 

" Then don't go anywhere. I'll be there in the morning’. 

"What time in the morning?" 

"I'm not telling you. | want to keep you on your toes. It won't be inappropriate, trust me". 


" See you then, Roger". 


| had a dream | was walking on the Champs-Elysees. There was a slight rain and | kept hearing Edith Piaf 
singing off in the distance. It was rich, lovely, elegant. The sky was an ever-changing blue-gray. The flowers 


bloomed, a trickle of rain water running down into them. 


| stopped to watch a little girl follow ardently behind her father. They looked very uncannily like me and my 
father. 


Then | felt a man's hand rest firmly on my shoulder. | turned around, startled. 


The face was obscured from view in the fog, but felt his hands all over me. It was so vivid and | seemed to 


quiver. The electricity from his touch pulsated throughout my body. 
Then | felt lips on my neck. Full and eager. They were Roger's. 


" | told you I'd be here in the morning". 


The next day, the four of us met up in Paris and headed off to San Tropez Little did | know it would be one of 
the defining moments of my life. 


Roger and | had gone back into the house in San Tropez after spending a day on a yacht. Ginger was preparing 
a light dinner while Dave strummed on the guitar on a rocking chair in the living room. He swung his bare foot 
back and forth in time with the composition 


The phone rang. Ginger went to answer it, as Dave was preoccupied with playing. The few times | observed him, 


he seemed to be other-worldly. 

Ginger's face suddenly grew pale. Her red hair even seemed to drain of its gorgeous bright hue. 

"Evelyn, it's your mother. It's urgent". Ginger stood there, motionless as she handed the phone over to me. 
"Hello?" 

"Evelyn" 

"Mom, how did you find me here?" 


"You need to come home". My mother never had shown much emotion in her voice prior to that call. | knew 


something was wrong. Any other time, she would have cared less. "Right away". 


"Mom? Mom, talk to me! What's wrong? Answer me!" | heard faint static on the other end of the telephone 


line. 


She sharply inhaled her breath, another trait not characteristic of her. "Your father. just died. He had a heart 


attack. The doctor's couldn't save him". 


"No! No! No!" | screamed and collapsed onto the floor. | couldn't make out anything else she may have said. 
Dave dropped his guitar in abandon, running out to the beach to call for Roger. The world literally stopped at 
that very moment. | had spoken to my father the day before, telling him about my vacation | don't even 


remember if | told him | loved him. 


| held the phone in my hand limply, but could not bear to let it go. My mother cried tears of anguish on the 


other line. | strained to hear it over my own guttural sobs. 


Amazingly, | was able to muster the strength to tell her | would be home as soon as | could Ginger deftly 
wrested the phone from my hand and hung it back up on the receiver. 


Roger stood in the entryway with Dave, his eyes frozen by the sight he saw before him. | had never seen him 
more terrified Ginger sensed it was something horrible before | even told everyone. She wiped the torrent of 
her own tears with the back of her hand. Dave came to her wordlessly, and held her tight while he was behind 


her. 
"Roger, my father's dead" | cried. 
" Oh my God, Evelyn". 


| couldn't move from the floor. My legs were locked and my feet were glued to the very spot. Roger sat down 
on the floor and pulled me into his lap. | continued to scream and pound my fist against his chest as he quietly 
rocked me, like | was a frightened baby. He pressed his lips to my forehead and clutched me against him 
tightly. Ginger and Dave sat on opposite sides of Roger, resting their hands on my knees in comfort. 


" | didn't tell him | loved him. | didn't say goodbye". 


Its not your fault". Strange that Roger said that, because he didn’t feel it pertained to his own guilt about his 
father. 


| felt my hair become slightly wet. Although Roger was a baby at the time, he knew better than anyone what 


it was like to lose a father. And he was still dealing with those feelings as a young man 


| had never felt so helpless and alone as | did that very moment. He wasn't just my father, he was my 


confidant. 
Ginger composed herself, and started making calls to the airlines to get flight information 


"We'll get you home" Dave assured me. "Ill start packing our things. | am so sorry this happened to you". 


We got the first flight we could to Paris. The three of them also accompanied me to Orly Airport, as they had 
decided it was best to head back to London. | had slept for maybe a half-hour that whole night. Roger barely 
slept himself, and several times | noticed he was watching me in the bed as he was lying next to me. He was 


stepping into the protector role of the father | had just lost. 


We all stood in the gate, in a daze. Ginger and Dave called their fathers the night before to tell them they 


loved them and that they would call them again soon. 


"Stay strong" Ginger told me quietly. "You and your mother need each other more than ever". | smelled the 


jasmine in her hair as she hugged me. Dave also came and wrapped his arms around the two of us. 


‘lm so sorry" he said, over and over again 


They walked back towards the seats, and Roger waited with me until my flight was called. After that moment, 
| had such a horrible mental association with TWA. 


He grasped my hands inside his, facing me. | could feel him tremble as they made the announcement for 


boar ding. 
"Promise you'll call and write to me. Please". 


Roger and | were in each other's embrace for what seemed an eternity. How could the rest of the world go on 


as usual? Didn't they know what we lost? 
It doesn't matter how late" Roger continued. "I'm only a phone call away’. 


| cried into his chest, feeling the aching loss of my father once again. There was a void that would never be 


filed. 
"| will" | said. He kissed me with such profound tenderness before | slipped away to head towards the tarmac. 
Roger watched me walk away, then called my name. 

"Evelyn". | turned around, the tears still flooding my eyes. 

"| love you" 

" | love you too, Roger". 

| saw him run towards me. 

"Don't worry about your mother" he assured me. 

"Im not. What are you getting at?" 

"After the funeral, come live with me in London’ 

"Roger, | can't. The grief is making us both not think clearly’ 


" | don't give a damn. What l'm saying is, | knew | was meant to be there with you last night. | don't want to 


leave your side". 


" We can still write and call each other. | have a lot of things to help my mother with and sort out for 


myself." 

"Evelyn Mary Andrews-Marry me". | couldn't believe what | was hearing. Roger was never the sentimental, 
lovestruck fool that he was currently portraying. He seemed to be overcome with my loss in an entirely 
different way. 


‘lm sorry Roger. | can't". 


From then on, | only used Charles De Gaulle as the main airport in Paris because the sorrow in Roger's face 
burned in my mind and haunted me for many years to follow. 


Chapter 5 


Chapter 5 


Despite my rejection of his marriage proposal, Roger continued to call and write to me the months followin 
pen ge prop g g 
my father's death. | told him about the sleepless nights, and the fact that my mother had the audacity to 
give my father's clothes away and put the apartment up for sale only two months after he died. 


It was also around that time | met my future husband, Paul. The Halsteads were the ones that bought the 
apartment. Paul was also recently graduated from college and living with his parents while he started his entry 


level position at New York Life. 


| glowered at the Halsteads, my mother, and the co-op board conducting the transaction at the settlement 
table. | twisted the pen in my hand, not caring if it would snap in two and splatter all over the place. 


In the midst of my anger, | couldn't help but notice how handsome Paul was. He was the spitting image of Paul 
Newman, circa "Cool Hand Luke". He didn't smile fully, as to perhaps not offend me. But | could tell there was a 
wonderful one beneath his full lips. Occasionally, | would catch his eye as he would make obscene gestures 
ridiculing the lawyers. He snapped me out of my fury towards my mother and the co-op board of directors. | 
was trying so hard not to laugh out loud, 


After the meeting was concluded, Paul followed me outside. | lit a cigarette, waiting for a taxi. 


"Hey, Evelyn. l'm really sorry about your dad. I'll make sure my parents make our new place a true home, just 


as your family did. That | promise you". 
| looked at his aqua blue eyes. He finally showed me that bright, giant smile. 


"Thanks. Sorry | was bitchy. Ever since my dad died, my mother and | are like strangers. We never really had 


much of a relationship anyway". 
"Yeah, grief makes people do fucked up things that don't make sense." Paul paused, afraid he was too harsh. 
Just as the cab pulled up, Paul shoved a piece of paper in my hand. 


Call me if you need to bitch about your mom" he joked." | hope you like coffee and jazz If you do, l'm your 
guy". 


Six months later would determine my fate. | stopped writing and answering Roger's calls. 


"Lauren, | need you to relax". 

It was the night before the wedding. Lauren was trying on her wedding gown one last time, for my final 
inspection. | could feel the nerves exude from her corset. She wrung her hands nervously as | fastened the 
French bustle through the loops. 

"What if I'm making a mistake? Did you feel this way the night before you married Daddy?" 

"What does your heart tell you, Lauren?" | smoothed over the folds in her dress. 


"My heart tells me I'm doing the right thing. | guess my nerves just have the best of me". 


"To answer your question, no. But | took your father walking out on me two weeks before we were to be 


married for me to get over the fear". 
"Daddy left you?" 


"Yes, but we got back together. It was the best thing that happened to me. If it wasn't for that, | would have 


never had you, and all the love | shared with him". 


| pinned the veil in Lauren's hair. She looked so beautiful. She looked like | once had. 


| sat at the bar in the Carlyle Hotel, replaying the argument over and over again in my head. Paul had walked 
out of the apartment in a rage and called off the wedding. | couldn't even call Cheryl to tell her. | couldn't bear 
to sleep in the bed alone without him. The only thing | could do was get away. 


The white wine tasted bitter and frigid as it went down my throat. However, | couldn't figure out another way 
to dull the pain. 


| can't marry you if you don't open up to me" he cried. "| wear my heart on my sleeve and you- you act like 


nothing can penetrate you. Its either all or nothing". He slammed the door. “It's of 
| stood there frozen, and cried | couldn't believe he would do this to me before we were about to marry. 
"Get out of there’, | told myself. "Go where no one knows you" 
| heard my name, but sadly it wasn't my fiancé looking for me. 


| turned around. It was five years since | had last seen Roger. His hair was much shorter, but still had some 


semblance of shaggy bangs. He also looked more world-weary than when | left him at the airport that day. 
"Roger," | hissed. "Why are you here?" 

lm staying here. | played the Nassau Coliseum last night’. | saw his eyes narrow with slight contempt towards 
my reaction towards him. Then | caught his eyes staring at my engagement ring, which | still couldn't bear to 
take off. 


"So that's why you stopped writing to me. Who's the lucky guy?" 


"Paul. But he walked out on me, so it doesn't matter." Roger sat down next to me, and ordered a beer. | wanted 


to crawl out of my skin. 
" Let me guess, was it because you had a fear of commitment?" 


"You know as well as | it was too soon when you asked me. Who even asks someone to marry them after their 
y Yy 


father has just died?" 

"To use your words, it doesn't matter now. | married a woman named Carolyne and have two beautiful children. 
Even though | have the family | always wanted, l'm unhappy. And if you say you're happy, you're lying". Roger 
played with his watchband, something he did when he was anxious. 

"| don't want to talk about this anymore". 

"Evelyn, | need answers." 

"Ok Roger, you want answers?" | felt my throat start to burn. | just had words with Paul, and he had the balls 
to bring this up after five years. "Here's the reason. You were infatuated with me, not in love with the real 
me. Neither one of us would leave where we lived. You would just criticize me all the time and never point out 
what | did right. I'm better off without you". 

Roger swallowed the last of his beer. He didn't usually rely on liquid courage, but that night was different. 
"Don't you see, Evelyn? No one gets me like you do. That's why | fell in love with you". 


" You're ridiculous. l'm leaving". 


His green eyes shined a light of longing into me. | couldn't tell if he meant it, or | was vulnerable because Paul 


had left me. 


" Don't go. We can go to my room and talk We both know we need this". He touched my hand, and | felt a pulse 


of electricity course through my arm. 


The penthouse suite was decorated in the Itth century French style, with its soft white walls and impressionist 
paintings on the wall. Roger offered me a seat on the settee and brought out a bottle of champagne. 


"What's the occasion?" | asked him. 
" To meeting up once again’. He filled our glasses, and we clanked them in cheer. 


There was soft music playing, but it was overshadowed by the flood of memories in my mind. | gazed into 
Roger's eyes and thought back to the last time | was with him. The beach, the aqua blue of the Mediterranean 
Sea, our tanned bodies wrapped in white linen sheets, making love with complete abandon. The way he held me 


when | found out my father died. | needed to desperately feel it again 


| was wondering if Roger was thinking the same thing. He looked at me intensely, as he had the first time he 


met me. 


" | can't stop thinking about you" he confessed. "Every time I'm in New York, | always hope that | run into you." 
He inched closer to me, and rested his hand on my quivering knee. My heart was racing as he softly touched 
my face with his thumbs. There was no going back 


‘It may be the last time | see you" he whispered. | felt his lips brush against mine, and | remembered what | 


had missed. He was right, we did have something special and | never saw it. 


That was the first time | ever felt | had completely surrendered. But | wasn't afraid of it. My neck suddenly 
was wrapped in a blazing heat as his long fingers caressed the strand of my pearl necklace. This was the most 


demonstrative | had ever seen him. 


He carefully unbuttoned my silk blouse, and slid the fabric off of my shoulders. | sat there still, feeling the 
build- up of the unbridled passion that was to come. 


He lifted me up, and lay me gently on the four poster bed. | ran my hands under his shirt and pulled it off of 
him. | traced lines into his shoulder blades with my fingertips as his tongue moved across my neck, and then 
cleavage. He gently bit the cup of my bra as his fingers wandered down my stomach, and resting between my 


welcoming legs. 


"Do you always dress this sexy?" he asked, as his thumb grazed my lace panties. | ached for him to touch me, 
and my chest heaved. | felt his hardness straining against his jeans on my hip. 


"Roger, if | don't feel you right now, I'm going to hurt you" | cried, as he removed my skirt. 


He then stood up, and lowered his jeans to the floor. He began to stroke himself as | lay there in my lingerie, 


writhing uncontrollably against the satin sheets. | could see cock becoming increasingly engorged as he stared 


at me. | had never felt exposed as | had that very moment. 


"You're so fucking sexy" he growled, moving his hand faster up and down his shaft. "You know what would 


really make me hard right now?" 
"What?" 
“Touch yourself for me. Imagine my tongue is on you". 


| had never really done it before, let alone in front of someone else. But Roger's delay of satisfying me was too 


much to take. 
"Yes," he panted, as | rubbed my swollen clit." | can't wait to fuck you". 


| had never seen this side of him before. It was completely without limitation, and he emitted such strong 


confidence. 


My head started to swim in desire as | watched him. He was thinking of me. | was making Roger lose any 
foothold of self-control he possessed. 


| gave him a seductive look, and signaled for him to come closer to me with my finger. He obeyed my 


command, still grabbing himself tightly in his right hand. 


| licked my lips and began to delight in my sensual torture of Roger. | grabbed his backside and thrust him into 


my mouth. He involuntarily shivered and bit his lip as | traced circles around his head with my tongue. 
"Fuck!" he yelled. "I've never had anyone suck my cock the way you do." 


Any reserve that Roger had shown prior in the seven years | had known him went out the window. | guided his 
hips against my face, speeding up the rhythm. | pressed my fingertips into the curve of his prominent behind. | 
felt every muscle in him trying desperately not to release in my mouth. It was an orgasmic power struggle. 
Suddenly, he pulled out, and began to hover over me. 

"On your hands and knees" he ordered. 

| braced myself in that position, not sure what was going to happen. | could feel myself getting more aroused 
with the anticipation. 

"lm going to make you come so hard you can't leave". 

Now he was the one in control. | gasped as he pushed the fabric of my panties aside and slowly drove inside. 
He braced my hips and then remained still for a moment. 

"I want you to beg me to fuck you." | then felt Roger move his hand between my legs. 

My head became light, and | thought | would swoon right then and there. 

"Please" | whispered. 

"Please what?" | felt Roger lean forward into me, his left hand gripping my waist. 


"Fuck me". 


ls that what you want? | won't unless you tell me". 

| looked back at him, his eyes crazed with lust. | could feel him getting harder inside of me. He remained still, 
relishing in his domination. His fingertips barely touched my opening , and | could feel my thighs start to shake. 
Exasperatedly, | sighed: 

"Roger, | want you to fuck me like you've always wanted to". 

With that, he relentlessly drove in and out of me slowly. With each movement, | could feel myself gasping for 
air, like | was drowning. He continued to tease me by carefully orchestrating each thrust. 

"You feel so fucking good" he muttered He moved his hand away from between my legs, then around to my 
back, and then my hair, which he gripped in his fist. | could feel him move faster, and deeper. 

At first, it was a little painful, as | was not used to receiving him that way. | then began to enjoy it as he 
went on, feeling my legs about to buckle beneath me. | braced my hands, palms flat, on the mattress. 

| looked back again, and saw the sweat drip down from Roger's face, in a line down his heaving chest. He bit his 
lip, and continued to penetrate. 

"Look at me" he commanded. His hair was plastered to the sides of his face. As he sped up, he moved his right 
hand back between my legs, and gently stroked my swollen lips and clit. 

" You're nice and wet" he purred, and then emitted a low hum of satisfaction as he pulled his finger away 
momentarily to suck on it." And you taste fucking terrific’. 

My insides began to spasm as Roger thrust wildly. | started to scream out involuntarily. | had never felt such 
a harmonious current of pleasure. | felt my release was imminent, but it did not feel like the kind of orgasm | 
would get when he would pleasure me with his tongue. This was from deep within, like a volcano about to 
erupt. 

| jerked my backside against his hips, begging him to finish me off. 

Roger and | both fell forward, and | felt his palm press hard against my back. My moans were muffled by the 
mattress, and he was pounding so roughly that | thought he would break me in two. 

"Evelyn, you're going to make me come" he sighed. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" 

Just as Roger had a vice grip on my hips, | felt myself tighten up around him rapidly. As he had me pinned, | 
trembled under the full weight of his body and shook uncontrollably. 

‘lm coming!" he screamed. | felt his release shoot up and blend with my own, and he collapsed. His heart was 
beating rapidly, and | felt it on my back. 

We lay there, in silence, in the dark of right with the skyline of Manhattan just outside the window. 


| stood in the doorway of the room the next morning, watching Roger sleep. | knew this would be the last time. 
| carefully studied the serene calm in his face, not encumbered by quilt or regret. His arm was bent above his 
head, and his other hand remained on his chest. 

Though we shared a magical night, | knew in my heart | had to go back home. 

| closed the door quietly, and said goodbye. 


| had just checked out, and headed towards the revolving door of the hotel. | knew that Paul would be waiting 
for me at the apartment, ready to apologize. 

| suddenly felt a hand grip my forearm, rather forcefully. 

| spun on my heels, and saw Roger, his eyes simmering in anger. 


"Couldn't wait to leave me could you? It's just like you to run away from the truth". 


"You don't know me" | scoffed." We can't possibly have a future together. You have your family and Paul is 
going to come back and tell me he's sorry". 

Roger exhaled sharply." If | remember correctly, he's the one that walked out on you". 

"Even if it's completely over, you honestly think l'm going to put my life on hold to wait around for you? | 
noticed you don't take fidelity seriously". 

Roger laughed wickedly. "It never stopped you before, love. And you would have been my wife had you not 
turned me down. You're too stubborn to see how much I've always loved you". 

"lm going. You can't stop me". Roger tried to grab my arm again, and missed. The marble floor under my feet 
was about to crack from my rising anger. 

" | can see why Paul won't marry you. You're a cold bitch who only cares about shutting everyone out". 

"Fuck you, Roger!" 

" | did fuck you, but your heart wasn't in it". 

| turned around, and showed Roger how cold | really could be. 

"You bastard!" 

Before | realized what happened, my hand came forward, and slapped Roger's face hard. The cracking sound 
reverberated in the lobby, and he stood there, in shock. He rubbed his face, marked red with my palm. | 
couldn't tell if Roger was more insulted by my physical reaction, or the fact that | used such a damning word 
as bastard. 

"Crazy bitch!" Roger snarled, as | slammed the revolving door in his face. 


Chapter 2 and 3 


Chapter Two 

" Evie" 

| opened my eyes and saw Cheryl standing over me with a glass of water in her hand. | honestly don't 
remember what happened after | arrived home from lunch. 


" You really needed that nap." She adjusted her lavender colored bikini, looking out the window. 


| rubbed my head, feeling groggy. Then | remembered why | don't drink champagne that often. 


" Richard just left for Dallas for the medical convention. | had him stop by to check on you when you didn't 


call me back". 


" Of course you did" Cheryl was only two months older than me, but made it a point to fill in as the older 
sister | never had. She slept at the foot of my bed every night the two weeks after | buried Paul. 


" Evie, what's the story with this Roger guy, and why did you never tell me about him?". We were sitting on 
the beach enjoying the sun before dinner. 


| took my sunglasses off and turned to face her. | never really told anyone about my love affair because they 
would've thought | had too much sense and reserve for such a thing. 


" What's wrong, you're quiet". She drank a mojito from her plastic cup." I'm not mad at you for not telling me. 


l'm just surprised is all". 


| traced the sand with my toes. My stomach felt queasy, not sure if from nerves or too much champagne 


from the earlier lunch. 
Cheryl ignored my silence and kept talking. 


" All | know is, | see something there. | can tell by the way he was looking at you the whole time we were in 


the kitchen His wife could be right next to him and he would still stare at you. Now | thought | heard 


somewhere he was a musician. Also not what | expected from you ". 


She turned over onto her stomach, and even for her age, all of the men on the beach were gazing at her 


prominent, firm behind . 


| laughed softly to myself and decided to lie back in the beach chair. 


The Roosevelt Hotel had a bar | frequented in The City. | wasn't really into the scene back at Barnard ( really, 
Columbia) and it was at Roosevelt | had a few fun encounters with up and coming ad execs and newly - barred 
lawyers. That fateful night | had a black dress on. | was dressed to the nines, looking for an adventure. Of 


course, back then a woman couldn't be too forward, she needed a little subtlety to work in her favor. 
| scanned the bar, and saw the usual suspects. | was afraid this would be my last night here as the selection 
was starting to run thin 


| asked the bartender for another Manhattan (also the drink of my father) and happened to notice a man with 


unusually long hair for that crowd. He was sitting alone, drumming his fingers. Tap-tap-tap. 


If anything back then, it was more of a scandal for a woman to sit alone at the bar, so | moved over to sit 
next to him. I'm glad the women's movement changed that. 


As | approached the gentleman sitting in the corner of the bar, | also noticed how long his legs were. They 


were crossed and the foot tucked below was tapping the cross-leg section of the seat. Maybe from nerves? 
| swallowed hard, and asked politely, 

" l'm sorry, are you with anyone?" 

He turned, and | saw his face. His lips and nose were larger than what | was used to seeing in men, and his 
cheekbones were very angular. His eyes were somewhat distant, and then | noticed the bright color green. He 


would be great to photograph, | thought to myself. 


| wonder if he was nervous too. To my surprise, He shifted his legs and turned his body to the side to face 


me. 


" No, I'm not" he said softly. His accent was definitely not from around there. It was too refined for that locale. 


His voice was deep, and soft-spoken. 


| was taking it all in. This scene wasn't happening. 


" Well? " he asked, sliding out the chair. " I've heard American girls are unconventional and talkative, but you 
don't seem to be saying much". He took a drink of his beer and licked the foam off deftly. | sat in the chair 


next to him . 


Something about him compelled me to stay and talk to only him the rest of the night. Dry wit, charm, his eyes 


perhaps? 

"Im Roger, and you are?" 

" Evelyn. Evelyn Andrews. "| took another sip of my Manhattan. Talking to men usually required no effort on 
my part but Roger's wit was intimidating. | had to really sharpen my own to keep up. But | liked the challenge. 


It was oddly refreshing. 


"Im actually glad you came up to talk to me. l'm not exactly excellent in making self- introductions, l'm afraid". 


He rubbed his chin between his thumb and his forefinger. 


"So what's a girl like you doing by herself in a bar if you don't mind me asking? ". Roger motioned the 
bartender to refill my drink. 


" | needed a break from Barnard. Exams are a drag". | pulled a cigarette out of my pack and before | could find 


a pack of matches , Roger held his hand out to light it. 


" | take it thats a university. " He combed his long fingers through his bangs. " It wasn't that long ago | was 
doing that". 


" What did you study? l'm doing journalism and photography.” 

" Architecture. But | ended up doing something else entirely. And from that look, you're probably wondering 
what the hell a long-haired Englishman is doing in New York. Aren't you at least a little curious?" He glanced up 
briefly at the Miller High Life neon sign hanging on the wall. 

" Actually | am, but you didn't give me a chance to ask". 

" | gave it all up to play in a rock n roll band" he mused. 

" Surely you're joking, Roger". 

But he wasn't. 


" Actually, | like blues and jazz" | continued." | only listen to a little bit of rock music." 


Roger's eyes lit up. " Its not often you meet a girl that likes that kind of music". He lit a cigarette and started 


to blow perfect smoke rings in the air. | have never met anyone since able to do that." Those also, happen to 


be my favorite". 

" Sorry, | have never seen that before". He must've seen my obvious reaction. 

" This? " he said, blowing another ring." This is easy. Would you like me to show you?" 
It was then | felt this might prove to be a memorable evening. 

" Pick up your lit cigarette" he advised. He picked up his also to demonstrate. 


" Now, take a deep drag, and when you're ready to push it out, roll your tongue, and then make an open fish 


mouth if you will, like this". 

| tried to follow what he said, but the smoke exploded out and went into my nostrils. 
Roger laughed hysterically as | coughed. My eyes were wet from the harsh fits. 

" You thought that was easy?" | asked him exasperatedly. 


Roger sheepishly grinned and took another drink of his beer. "| really like you, Evelyn. | really do. Are all 


American girls like you?" 

" No’. 

" Good. How about another drink? | suppose you don't live home with your mum and dad." 
" | live with my roommate, Cheryl. Why? Did you have something in mind?" 


Roger swallowed the last of his drink." | think it's better if we go somewhere else". He paid the bill and pulled 
out my seat for me. " Besides, you said you didn't want to get back to your studies". 


" | did say that didnt |?" 
We waited on the corner for a taxi. It seemed like hours. 


Roger looked down at me. His eyes weren't so distant, as they were earlier. In fact, he was staring so intently 


at me that | felt a little embarrassed. 


"| just have to do this". Before | could ask him, he touched my face, disappearing into his hands and he kissed 
me. It was soft, longing. Not like the other men | had dated in the past. 


" Say you'll come with me, wherever we end up tonight". He pulled me into his embrace. 
" Evelyn" he whispered, and kissed me again. He anrunciated every single syllable with such fluidity. 


| giggled slightly, pulling away from his lips. 


" Yes, Roger, | will". 


" Did he ever tell you what band he played for?" 


Cheryl and | were hanging up our wet bathing suits on the rail of my porch. It was always so sweet of her to 
spend any time she could helping me with Lauren's wedding and playing therapist to me when | felt | lost it. 


"If | remember, | think he said Pink Floyd". 

Cheryl's mouth fell wide open 

"Is it really that big of a deal? You know | didn't listen to rock much, that's why you used to tease me”. 

" Ok, wait a minute" Cheryl sat down on the edge of the porch to gain her composure. " you mean to tell me 
the Roger | met this morning is the Roger Waters from Pink Floyd? That's an awfully big secret to keep from 
your best friend. You remember my old boss, Bob Simon? He just interviewed him on 60 Minutes a few 


months ago!" 


" Cheryl, lots of famous people live here with us. I'm not into the whole name-dropping thing. Lauren knew who 


he was and almost had a major meltdown. | don't get the whole celebrity mystique. They're just people” 


Cheryl bit her lip." He still has incredible feelings for you. And | know he won't tell you why he moved here 


because you are why". 


" That's ridiculous, he's married. He also was then; we had our fun, we moved on, and there you have it. End of 


story". 


Cheryl didn't seem convinced. " Evie, just the way he looks at you tells me otherwise. Paul adored you, that | 


know. This is different, and | can't figure out how". She came over and put her hand on my shoulder. 


" | know you loved Paul. But it's been nine years. Maybe revisiting your whole thing with Roger might be just 
what you need. Lauren's been the center of your world and now it's time for you to have what you want." 


| didn't know how to process it all. | wondered if all of those memories came back to him too. 


Lauren called me on the phone to let me know that she and Bryce wouldn't be able to come over for dinner. 


They were still finalizing the seating arrangements for the ceremony in the garden 


| had plenty of surf and turf, but sadly, no one to eat it with. Cheryl went to New York City to spend the 
night and have lunch with her son Derrick the next day. Derrick was in his second year at NYU film school and 


Lauren used to babysit him when they were younger. 

Derrick was born with help of a surrogate mother, as Cheryl couldn't conceive. | knew how hard it was for 
her; Lauren was my only pregnancy and she was born 5 weeks early. My miracle baby. And now she and Bryce 
are getting ready to start their own family. 

There was a knock on the door. 

"Just a minute" | called out. | decided to start making the surf and turf anyway. | wrapped the filets in a 
marinating dish and had the lobster tails in the ice bath in the sink I'm sure Bryce and Lauren would be 


starving by the time they got back. Even if they didn't come home, | decided to have it for myself. 


| opened the door. Roger was standing there, still dressed the same as he was at lunch. He was holding a bottle 


of Chardonnay and a bouquet of orchids. 

" You know how | said | rather liked being alone?! lied." 

| took the bouquet and the wine from his hands. 

" Please, come in". 

Roger was always a stickler for detail. | watched his eyes study the many photographs | took and had mounted 
on the walls. The San Francisco Bay Bridge at night, Lauren's ballet pictures, Paul standing at the foot of the 
Eiffel tower, a close up of purple tulips in the Netherlands. 

" | didn't realize what a great photographer you are". Roger adjusted some of the frames that to him, were 
not quite plumb. He was so particular that even his black cotton t shirt was freshly ironed. His fussiness was 
unnerving when | was younger, but now it didn't bother me so much. 


Here, I'll chill the wine" | offered. 


Out of the corner of my eye, | watched Roger walk slowly over to the shelves in the entertainment center to 


examine my record collection. 


" | thought | was the only one that still kept one. I'm sure you have a BOSE stereo system in this house 


somewhere for every day use". 


" Yes, Paul bought one as soon as they came out. He was the technologically savvy one". 


Roger pulled out one of my John Coltraine records, and something fell onto the floor from the jacket sleeve. 


" Ah, what's this?" He picked it up, and seemed to look at it for a long time. Then he smiled. | then realized 
what photo it was. 


" Oh no" | gasped." You can't see that" | tried getting it back out of his grasp, but to no avail 

Roger protested, and held onto the photo. It was taken by a good friend, Francesco Scavullo. It was a black and 
white nude photo of me, reclining back in a chair with a long string of pearls running between my breasts. It 
was an anniversary present to Paul. | was about 32 in the picture, and still had the glow of a relatively new 
wife and mother. 

" This was rather bold of you. Why are you hiding it? Its tasteful" He set the record on the player. "| hope 
you're not one of those women who's had her tits done and had Botox shot in her face during the mid-life 
crisis point". 

" No" | said, somewhat defensively. " | exercise, play tennis, watch what | eat. Its not as easy as it looks. | 
might be a little thinner than you remember but that's what happens when your daughter's about to get 


married". 


"You still look the same you know." Roger was never one that gave false compliments. " And if | may say so 


without being rude, you did have really beautiful tits. And probably still do". 
| interrupted Roger's jaunt down sexual memory lane. 
" Would you mind having a seat in the kitchen?l'm just about to start dinner". 


" Only if | can help. What are we having?" He opened the refrigerator and opened the bottle of Chardonnay. He 


saw the wine glasses in the hutch and pulled out two long-stemmed ones. 
"lm impressed. | thought for sure you would have pulled out the ones for red" 


Roger laughed." I'm not a savage you know. My language might not be gentlemanly, but | know a thing or two". 
The opening notes of " Blue Train’ watted through the house. 


" | miss the old scratch of records, don't you? It takes me back". | went back to propping the lobster meat on 
the tail shells. | also started a saucepan for the drawn butter. 


" Roger, | will need the Chardonnay for the tails". 


He walked over, and brought me a full glass. 


" You have to taste it first, before you cook with it" He reminded me. He brought the glass to my lips. It was 


nice, dry, and not overwhelming. 
" | know what I'm doing, lve made surf and turf many times. Does your wife not let you cook in the kitchen?" 


" Afraid not. Laurie doesn't like the way | tell her where the pots and pans go, and what to add to the dish 
while she's making it". 


" Oh, Roger" | laughed, and carefully poured the wine on the bottom of the fish plate. 


" Ive lived in America for a while and you must tell me what your secret is to steak". He pulled the cassarole 


dish out of the fridge. 


" Well, the first thing is to marinate them in red wine. Keep it simple. You also need to make sure that when 


you buy them, it has a bright red color". 


Roger walked over to the grill atop the butcher block island and turned it on. When Paul and | inherited the 
house from my late mother, he made it a point to incorporate the grill and range top into the island, side by 
side. | also had a double chrome oven built into the wall so that | could also bake. The only hired help we ever 


had was a housekeeper. No one did the cooking but me. 
" You could get those tongs from the drawer down there, and roll them around the marinade". 


" This is quite fun, actually. We did a lot of things together, but this is a first" he laid the steaks on the gril 


and brushed a little olive oil. He swirled the Chardonnay in his glass and then took a careful sip. 


" | bet you're wondering how | found you. Some good friends of mine, The Sterns, have a house in East 
Hampton. | remembered you had a summer home here. So | asked them if they knew an Evelyn Andrews that 
lived in the area. Beth said no, but she did know an Evelyn Halstead from the local tennis club. So | thought I'd 
give it a try and see if it was you". He left the grill for a short time and motioned with his hand for me to 
give him my glass to fill 


| missed my husband so much. | knew he was dying, but that didn't make it easier to say goodbye. Before he 
closed his eyes the last time, he rubbed my hand with his with what little strength he had left. | knew Paul 
couldn't talk, but his touch said everything. The moment he died, Lauren and | held onto each other screaming, 
slumping down the side of the bed. 

Her shrill cry of " Daddy!" still haunts me to this day. 


Just then, the timer went off. Roger's brows furrowed into a worried state as | walked over to the oven to 
pull out the lobster tails. | set them on the plate as he shut the grill off. He knew something was wrong. 


" Love, " he said, standing behind, touching my shoulders." Are you ok?" 


| couldn't even answer Roger. | broke down and cried. He turned me to face him, and wordlessly wrapped his 


arms around me, pulling me into his chest. He smelled clean and familiar. He cradled the back of my head in his 


left hand. 


" Its Paul, isn't it? My last three wives left me but | can't imagine what it must feel like to lose them in 
death. Oh, Evelyn’. He clutched me tightly in his embrace. "| knew | had to find you. | forgot there were happy 


times in my youth. It wasn't all angry". 


"Im sorry for crying." | said, pulling away and reaching for a tissue. "I've been going crazy with the wedding 


and Paul, | just can't get it together. " Roger adjusted his watch band, standing at the island counter. 


" Ht was crooked. " he looked at me again, now smiling warmly." | know you need a few moments to compose 
yourself. I'll set the table, top off your wine, and we'll have ourselves the tastiest collaboration this side of 
world. 

" And one more thing, love. Do you have an outdoor patio to eat outside? I'd hate to miss a nice summer night 
on the beach. We can people watch, just like we used to ". He put the glass of Chardonnay in my hand. 


| walked out onto the patio. | could see Venus shining brightly, and it was a full moon A slight sea-breeze 
carried with it refreshing scents of the shore. 


Roger brought out the wine bottle, in an ice bucket, and then ran back inside to grab the dinner plates and 


silverware. 
Upon setting the table, he muttered " Fuck, the candles", and slapped his palm on his forehead. 


" Now you see why | was always called a terrible husband. A decent husband would have had the table set up 


and candles ready an hour ago while we were waiting". 


" You're so hard on yourself, Roger. | knew you were a Virgo within five minutes of meeting you. Before you 


even told me your birthday was in September". 


" You believe in that astrology nonsense? It's so, how do | say it?- American Next you're going to tell me my 


chakra is out of order and that | need yoga. Are you sure you weren't really from LA? " 


" Actually, Cheryl is the one who's the eternally New Age. Her whole house is decorated to the Feng Shui 


standard, and she keeps telling me to do the same. | just like what | like, my decorating doesn't need a purpose”. 


" May | say", Roger started, raising his glass, " Thank you for inviting me to dinner. | really do hate eating 


alone. Cheers". 


" Evelyn, that was wonderful" he boasted." | really hope you didn't make anything for dessert because | 


couldn't possibly fit another bite". 


We were sitting now on the patio, on an unusually mild night. | had forgotten what a nice view | had from 


there. In fact, | had forgotten a lot of things since Paul died. 
" If Lauren and Bryce didn't cancel, | was going to make Baked Alaska’. 


" You really are the whole package" Roger said." You've got great taste, your cooking is amazing, your taste in 


wines and music is impeccable ". 


" Why, thank you. There are some wealthy women in the world that can pull it off. | raised Lauren without a 
nanny. | only have a housekeeper to help clean. You've seen how big this house is". 


" Why did you give up the photography? You could've still done it. Been the woman who has it all. | expected 


your husband to be more encouraging’. 


" He was, but what happened to me happened to most of us in the Eighties. We stopped protesting and 
pursuing dreams and focused on raising our children. When Lauren was born, she was premature. It wasn't 


about me anymore. She needed me". 
Roger was surprisingly empathetic. | expected him to attack me for falling into the Yuppie lifestyle. 


" | understand. It didn't help that President Reagan distracted everyone with ' Star Wars' and unrealistic family 
values. Believe me, | had young children and left my band during the Reign of Maggie. | hated the fucking 
Eighties. But anyway, enough of old Roger on his soapbox." | followed his eyes to the corner where the hot tub 
was standing. 

" When's the last time you did something crazy?" Roger was totally relaxed from the wine. 

" No , you can't be serious" | started to get up from the table." | might be in my golden years as they call it, 
but you're a married man. The socialites would have a field day" 

" Fuck them" Roger yelled " You really care about what people think? | care for Laurie, but you get married 
for different reasons when you're older. It s for companionship, not love." He nervously rubbed his hand over 


his mouth and crooked his jaw, fearing he was perhaps too abrasive in his delivery. 


"| hate to say it, but you're right. | shouldn't care. | was a great wife and am a great mother. Cheryl tells me 
all the time | need to do things for myself". | started to open the sliding glass door. 


" Where are you going?" he asked. 
| paused and gave Roger a wink. 
" Getting a bathing suit for the hot tub. If you need swim trunks, | have a pair". 


Roger laughed. " If you insist, but I'll warn you, they're going to come off anyway". 


What was | getting myself into? 


We got dressed to get into the hot tub. We had the bucket of wine off to the corner and the jazz was coming 
in, this time through the BOSE portable stereo. 

Older age had treated us kindly. Roger lost a little of his muscular definition but still looked fantastic. His nose 
and lips grew into his face and he was a lot more handsome than | remember. | think the young ladies today 
call that a ' Silver Fox’. He also still had a lot of hair on his head, which was styled in a slight pompadour. 

" Before we get in" he said, sitting on the ledge, " | have something." 

Roger pulled out a joint. 

" No, no no, | don't do that anymore". | said, waving my hand in the air . 

" | usually don't either. But what's the worst that can happen?" he rationalized." There couldn't be a more 
perfect time. The stars are out, the wine is great, and I'm in the company of the sexiest lady on the island". 
He lowered himself into the hot tub, taking a large inhalation. Then he exhaled slowly, immersing himself in the 
bubbling water. 

" You don't know what you're missing ". 

" Oh all, right". | assented. | took a drag, and it was not as harsh as | expected it to be after many years. In 
fact, it made me pretty giddy. 

" That's better" he said. He leaned his head back and looked up at the stars." Come closer and look up with 
me". 

| moved over and | felt his arm behind me. His chest was glistening with water and a little sweat. 

" Did | ever tell you about the time | dropped acid in Greece? | went on holiday, perhaps Mykonos? Anyway, 
The place where | was staying was right on the water. All! could really remember was that the night sky 


seemed to open up and the stars were raining on me. | really wished you were there with me to share it". 


| noticed that Roger was uncharacteristically sentimental. In our younger days, our interactions were more 
about intellectual debates, hanging out in bars in the Village and savory sexual encounters. He was always 


flirtatious, but never a hopeless romantic. Did he really change that much over the years? 


| liked the fact then that the distance separated us. | didn't have to put my social life in my college days on 
hold, just as he didn't have to feel obligated to tell me he wanted to divorce his wife and start over with me. 
My affair with Roger was merely a chapter in my colorful life of self- discovery and sexual exploration. 


Or so | thought. 


The opening notes of " | Only Have Eyes For You" began to reverberate across the patio. It was if fate was 
intentionally setting the mood for the rest of the evening. 


| took another sip of wine." So where did you get that pot from?" | asked him. 


"My son Harry gave it to me. He knew a guy who knew a guy etc, etc. Supposed to be grade A mild stuff. Like 


what we used to smoke when we'd hang out in New York and go to the foreign film theater." 


| looked at Roger like he was out of his mind. Asking his son for marijuana? Who does that? 
" | could never ask Lauren to get me pot. She didn't even know | smoked a lot when | was younger". 


" Why do you feel this need to be perfect? " Roger asked me, sipping his wine. " To be honest, its been several 
years since | smoked a joint. Besides, my son is grown and he has his own children. " 

" You're a grandfather?" | asked in disbelief. The age would have been right, but what kind of stories could 
musician grandfathers tell their grandchildren? It all seemed too grown-up for bedtime. 

Roger smiled." Please don't tell me | look like | would be". 

" Oh no, not at all" | assured him. " In fact, you look a lot more handsome that | remember". 

He ran his fingers through his hair, and with his other hand, he pushed himself off of the edge and stood in 
front of me. 

" When | saw you on your porch" he confessed, " | was taken back to that time when | first met you. | don't 
know if you remember, but | never forgot”. He crouched down and pulled me into his lap. The warm water 
foamed and swirled around us. | looked into his eyes and traced the fine lines in his face. 

| closed my eyes and thought | heard some muffled voices in the house. Perhaps my mind was fooling me. 

" Almond eyes", Roger whispered, gazing into mine. | then felt his lips on me. | grabbed his head with both of 
my wet hands. | couldn't tell if what | was feeling had to do with too much wine, pot, or years without feeling 
the touch of another. 

He wrapped his arms around my waist, and my back was against the lower steps leading into the hot tub. His 
Tongue urgently found mine, and | could feel my heart racing. | involuntarily moaned into his mouth, responding 
to his ever-deepening kisses. 

"| was afraid you were going to turn me down" Roger said, pulling away just briefly. He tugged at my bikini top 
and led me to the opposite corner. | straddled my legs around his waist as he untied the string carefully. 

" You have no idea how much I've been thinking about this" he murmured, rubbing his five day scruff into my 
neck. 

Just then, | heard a noise. 

" Oh my God, Mom" 

| jumped up out of Roger's lap, and to my complete horror, Lauren and Bryce were standing there in their 
bathing suits, probably looking to have a romantic evening of their own. | frantically retied my bikini top. 
"Lauren" | stuttered, " You said you wouldn't be home until late". 

"Mom it is late" she said emphatically. 

Bryce, cool as a cucumber, urged Lauren to go back inside. 

"Im sorry Mrs Halstead. I'll go calm Lauren down, she's been such a nervous wreck the past few days’. Bryce 
walked over to the edge of the hot tub and extended his hand out. His clear blue eyes lit up with sheer 
excitement when he saw Roger sitting next to me, not nearly as close as we were moments ago. 

" Wow, Roger Waters" he marveled aloud." A pleasure sir!" Bryce's stint in the Marines gave him an air of 
confidence and respect for others. Roger was a little alarmed by his full gripped handshake. " I'm Bryce Hanson, 
Lauren's fiancé. | apologize for her reaction, you know how women can be under wedding stress". 

" Yes, | know exactly" . Poor Roger was probably cursing his apparent hard-on, which he was trying to hide 
beneath the waterline. But he was surprisingly gracious. 

" By the way, | loved ' Radio Kaos " Bryce called out, opening the door to go in after Lauren. " See you at the 
wedding | hope". 


Roger bursted out in raucous laughter. 

" What's so funny?" 

" | got cockblocked by your daughter !"Roger held his hand to his forehead, his metal watch band shining from 
the water and steam. He was still laughing hysterically. | couldn't find any humor in what had just happened. 
"| have to go talk to her" | said. 

Roger got out of the tub, and started to dry off. 


" Perhaps next time" he suggested, stealing another deep kiss. 


Chapter Three 


It was a cold winter's day in Manhattan, in 1913. Roger and | were going to see " Belle De Jour". He was a huge 
Catherine Deneuve fan. He, on several occasions afterward, mentioned how much | looked like her, but with 


brown hair. 


The theater was dark, and smoky. Most of the movie-goers were college students, like myself. There was also 


the faint smell of marijuana and popcorn in the air. 


| was still cold from the morning in the theater. | could feel myself start to shiver. Roger, with his nimble, long 
fingers, began to trace their way up my skirt from my knee to the inside of my thigh. 


" Watch the film" he whispered, his soft lips caressing my earlobe. 


| looked around and noticed the theater wasn't very crowded at all. | mimicked his advances by playing with his 


belt buckle under his sweater. | could feel his hardness press against his jeans. 


Right on cue, Roger cupped the bottom of his sweater over my hand. | tickled the tip of his cock with my 
fingernails. 

He jumped slightly with excitement. | watched the projection screen Catherine Deneuve, ever the ultimate 
ingerue, captivated the audience with her huge wide eyes and an intriguing nonchalance that only French people 
seem to possess. 

| felt my heart racing as | tried in vain to make out the subtitles. Yes, the theater wasn't crowded but | was 
terrified of getting caught. 

At that point, Roger and | only knew each other from the night before. There was this irresistible magnetism 
that kept us in each other's constant company. And we hadn't even slept together. 

| felt Roger try to reciprocate, desperate to touch me. 

" No", | whispered, moving his hand away." | want you To enjoy this". 

| could feel his hips jerk against my movements. He was trying so hard not to be noticed He bit down on his lip 
and arched his head back. 

" | can't wait to fuck you" he growled in my ear. 

" Roger, | said watch the movie". 

" You had better not have anything else to do today. You're driving me fucking mad". 

| put my finger on my right hand to his lips. | crouched down in the empty aisle in front of his lap. | decided to 


finish him off in my mouth. | wanted to torture him with the anticipation of getting me into bed. A taste, if 
you will, of what was to follow. 

" Fuck, Evelyn " he muttered." You American girls do know how to please men’. 

| tugged at his pant leg as a sign for him to stop talking. To my delight, he was very well-endowed and not 
hairy. | softly licked him with my tongue, the taste of salt melding in it. 

Roger caught me looking up at him, his face contorted with pleasure. He stroked my hair softly through his 
outstretched fingers, gathering some of the strands firmly. 

From my few previous experiences, | thought in my head things that would make me salivate. Fruit in the 
summertime, wine, kissing. He responded with a soft, gutteral moan and by the methodical thrusts into my 
mouth, | knew it was only a matter of time before he would climax. 

He braced my shoulders tightly, and then | felt a warm, salty river flow course through my mouth. He sank 
back in the velvet seat, exhausted. 

" After the film, come back to my hotel" he begged quietly, fixing his zipper. He took my hand and weaved his 
through it. A part of me was a little worried that this peculiar Englishman would become infatuated with me. | 
was always told, after a parting argument with a lover or two, that it was my fault they became obsessed 
with me. 


| couldn't help but wonder if anyone else in the theater even noticed. They seemed to be engrossed in the film. 


Or were they just too stoned to know where they were? 


It turned out, Roger had to leave shortly after, to his chagrin, for rehearsal. His band, Pink Floyd, had a gig 
that night at Radio City Music Hall 

" Why don't you come tonight?" he asked rather sweetly on the phone. | had forgotten | gave him my phone 
number the night before. 

" | guess | could" | replied | wasn't sure if | was going to like his music. Besides, Cheryl was on another date 
with Richard at The Met. | was seeing less and less of her. 


| entered Radio City, remembering the Rockettes Christmas matinees with my parents. The plush velvet seats 
were a reminder of how there were happy times that | remembered my mother. 

The crowd was almost exactly like the people | observed at " Belle De Jour". Some were still fashioning 
themselves as hippies and others were reverting back to the art school bohemian look. 

The theater lights dimmed, and then | heard a loud heartbeat, with muffled voices in the background. " What 


kind of performance is this?" | wondered to myself. 

Just then, the stage lights flooded into an amazing starburst of color. The smoke cleared to reveal the band. 
| smiled when | saw Roger, at stage right, playing his bass guitar methodically. His bangs hid his eyes, as they 
did when | met him at the Roosevelt. He caught my gaze and made a silly face to see if | was still paying 


attention. 


| also noticed opposite of him, the blond guitarist. He did not have Roger's height but seemed to carry himself 


more confidently. He reminded me of a Michaelangelo sculpture. He seemed otherworldly in the lights and his 
face was beautiful and serene. 


The rest of the group, for that matter, made it a point to disappear in the music. The only rock bands | had 
seen until then were the Beatles at Shea Stadium (| was 14) and The Rolling Stones. This band was different 


than any other | had encountered. 


| could hear some jazz elements in some of the organ solos. | laughed to myself knowing that most of the 


audience were on LSD and probably could take the performance or leave it. 
Don't get me wrong, | enjoyed the show. But as | mentioned before, | was all about the jazz music. 


The house lights came on, and the audience started to leave. | turned my back to head out when | heard 


someone call me. 

" Pardon me, are you Evelyn Andrews?" 

| turned around and saw what | presumed was one of their roadies. He was short with a Rod Stewart hair cut. 
" Yes, | am". 

The roadie had a really thick Cockney accent." Rawga's waitin’ for ya backstage. He sent me to come get you". 
"Oh no" , | thought. " ve really done it this time". 

With some trepidation, | followed the roadie through an access door into the dressing rooms. 


| opened the door, and saw the band sitting around, chatting. The room was filled with champagne and finger 
foods. 


" Rawga, the American bird is ' ere!" the roadie yelled. 
The other men in the room laughed. 


" Oh, don't mind him" said the one with the mustache. " I'm Nick by the way". He held out my hand and kissed 


it, just like in the old movies. 
" Hi, lm Evelyn. Nice to meet you". 
The other man, rather diminutive with piercing blue eyes and a beautifully cleft chin also approached me. 


" And I'm Rick Wright. Nick and | went to university with Roger. He's been going on about you during rehearsal 
, but he neglected to mention how pretty you are". 


" Yeah, | won't tell Jude if you won't" Nick added, winking at Rick. 
" We're not dating" | saiddismissively. " | just met him last night for God's sake. He's just a friend". 


" Oh leave her alone, Nick" said the handsome blond strumming his guitar." I'm David, great to meet you 


Evelyn. Did you like the show?" 
" Yeah, it was pretty good. I'm really more into music like Miles Davis, to be honest". 


" | love Miles Davis!" Rick exclaimed " He's my hero, he made me want to pursue the piano. Wow, that's 


amazing. Tell me, what's your favorite song on ' Kind of Blue? " 
" Oh Rick" Nick laughed, shaking his head. 
" My father introduced me to him. Actually, | love the entire album". 


Roger walked into the room, interrupting my conversation with Rick. He gave me a hug and a friendly kiss on 


the cheek 

Evelyn, I'm so glad you could make it. What do you think?" 

" | already asked her" said David, now resting the guitar against the wall. 
" But | didn't ask her" Roger replied, somewhat curtly. 

" Look at you getting all defensive" Nick interjected. 

" Ah, fuck off". And then they all started to laugh. 


" Have some champagne with us, Miss Native New Yorker" David suggested. " My mum and dad lived in 


Manhattan for a year, when he taught at NYU. It was about eight years ago, as a matter of fact". 
" That's great, | attend Barnard College". Dave gave me a filled flute glass. 


As | was getting to know the other members of the band, Roger leaned over to whisper in my ear. 


" You know, you were supposed to go back to the hotel with me". 
| looked at Roger, with a blank stare. " | want to talk to you in private ". | mouthed. 
" See Dave, you made Rog jealous" Nick quipped as we walked out of the room. 


"I'd be too" Rick added." She's remarkable". 


We went into the hallway. 

" Who's Judy?" | asked him angrily. 

Roger bit his lip nervously. " Fucking Nick " he muttered. 
" You're married, aren't you, Roger?" 

He was silent. 


" You asshole. | thought you were single. What the fuck! You only invited me to your show because you want 


to physically experience an American girl like the rest of your friends. I'm not a fucking novelty". 


" No, you've got it all wrong!" Roger yelled back " Yes, | am married but she doesn't love me anymore. Do you 
even know what that feels like? To lie next to someone who wishes you were there even less than you barely 


are?" 
"| watch my parents live in a loveless marriage every single day. You don't have to tell me what it feels like". 


" Look, Evelyn ", he said, grabbing my shoulders, "I don't care if you don't want to believe me, but | don't lie. 
The truth is, I've never known anyone like you. | don't do the whole groupie thing. That's not me. | don't just 
fuck anyone. And | know that's not you either. What | can say is that | feel something special when I'm around 


you". 
" l'm sure you say that to all the girls". 


Roger's eyes narrowed. | could tell | was making him angry." Dave's the one that gets all the girls with the 


worn out pick up lines. You've got the wrong bloke, love". 
" Hts been fun, Roger. | have to go". | turned away to start walking down the corridor. 
He grabbed my shoulder and spun me around, somewhat forcefully. 


" Let go of mel" | cried. He pulled me into him and kissed me. | could feel the longing come off of his lips as | 
tried to writhe my way out of his tight embrace. 

"| can't" he said, in between aggressive kisses. 

" Roger, stop it" 

" You're really sexy when you're angry" 

" Are you crazy?" 

" Yes, | am. And I'm going to be stark raving mad if | can't fuck you" 

He was getting harder to resist as | felt him lean his weight against me on the wall. His hands frantically 
grabbed and pawed at my breasts. 

" Come back to the hotel with me" he panted. 


"| have a better idea. Why don't we go to my parents house in the Hamptons? No one is there, and it's right 
on the beach. It's quiet". 


" | would like that very much" he whispered, bending his head down to bury it in my neck." | don't have to 


leave town for another two days". 
"| can get a car to take us, if we need one. The trains take too long’. 


" Let's leave right now" Roger said urgently. | couldn't wait to feel his naked body on mine. 


Lauren sat at the kitchen table drinking her coffee. She twirled the spoon around slowly, wondering if it would 
help her conjure words to say. Her eyes were puffy, but her hair was still beautiful and shiny. 


"Mom?" she called uneasily, hearing me enter the room. 


" Lauren, I'm getting really tired if the dramatics. You can blame the wedding all you want, but | know there's 


some resentment towards me. ' 


" It's not that, Mom. | just feel like | don't know you anymore. It's like you had this secret life before me and 
Daddy". 


| sat down and poured a cup for myself. | listened carefully, trying not to react defensively. 


"| don't get it. For years after Daddy died, | tried to get you to go out on dates. You wouldn't do it. Why now, 
is it different?" 


| sighed, and swallowed hard. 
" Lauren, I'm really not interested in talking about this". 


"Im not a little girl, Mom. | knew there were other men before Daddy. | just find it odd one of them happens 
to be a rock star. How 1910s. Where you and Aunt Cheryl like ‘ The Banger Sisters’ "? 


" | didn't even tell Aunt Cheryl about Roger until recently. Thats the truth". 
" And he just shows up here, out of the blue, and decides to buy the Mastersons' house?" 


" Well, yes. He never exactly told me why". 


" Oh come on, Mom." she rolled her eyes. 
"| hate when you do that. Stop it". 


" It totally looked like a commercial for Cialis last night in the hot tub. " she remarked." | never thought you 
would do that". 


" Lauren, you don't know a damn thing about me". | started to feel my blood pressure rise. 

" You're right, Mom. | apparently don't" She bolted out of the chair and slammed it back into the table. 

| chased her into the living room. 

" Don't you walk away from mel" | screamed. 

Lauren spun on her heels." You're a liar! How dare youl What would Daddy think?" 

" | loved your father. But he's been gone for a long time. He'd want me to be happy". 

" Happy?! Reliving the past you hid from us? Did Daddy even know about Roger? Did he??!!" 

" That's none of your business. | never cheated on Daddy, if that's what you mean’. 

" Yeah right. | don't believe you". Her brown eyes flashed with anger. She started to bang her fists on the wall 
"Lauren! Stop it right now". 

" No, you stop." she clutched her chest." You're the one that's been acting crazy, not me". 

" Not everything is about you, Lauren. | didn't raise you to act like a brat”. 

" Was he better than Daddy? " the tears were streaming down her face. " Did you love him?" 

| was silent, my own eyes filling with tears. 

" Lauren, why would you ask me that?" 

" Because | need to know the truth". 

" You know | loved your father. " 


What | didn't tell Lauren was that Roger told me he loved me. | didn't believe him and | ended up breaking his 
heart. 


It was the second time | had seen him that year. They were still doing an extensive tour to support " Dark 
Side of the Moon". | got a call earlier that right from him. His voice was cracked and desperate. 

" Hello?" 

No response. But | heard heavy breathing on the other line. 

" Who is this? " 

" Evelyn. | need you. " It was Roger." Meet me at the-" 

"| can't hear you. The line is breaking up. Meet you where?" 

" Fuck", | heard him mutter under his breath. 

" Roger, what's the matter?" 

" l'm in Philadelphia. At the Holiday Inn. Please hurry". 

| knew it was serious. Roger would call occasionally from the road to chat the usual pleasantries, but | had 
never heard him like this. He sounded broken. 

" Ok, | can catch a train". 

"Call the front desk when you get to the station, I'll have a car take you to the hotel’. 

" Just wait there, Roger. I'm on my way". | frantically packed an overnight bag and hailed a cab to Penn Station 
| left a note for Cheryl saying | had to leave town for an emergency. 

| don't even remember giving a tip or even boarding the train. The panic in his voice was very umerving. He 
never said that he needed me, up to that point. Countless scenarios filled my head. What could have possibly 
happened? 


| arrived at 30th Street Station at around |Opm. The driver picked me up with a sign that had my name on it. 


| got in, and to my surprise, Nick was also in the car. 


" Evelyn, thank God you're here. Roger is bad off. He needs you. We tried to talk to him but he locked the door 


and won't come out". 

" Nick, what happened to him?" | looked out the window and noticed the bright yellow clock of City Hall. 

" Don't tell him | said anything. His wife called and said she was leaving him for someone else. | thought 
something was strange when Roger didn't come down to meet us for supper. ! went to his room to check on 


him, and all the shades were drawn He finally told me what happened because | noticed the phone was broken 


Not like Roger at all." 
" Oh my God" | gasped. 


" Then he kept yelling, ‘| need to see Evelyn’ . Thats when | asked the front desk how long of a trip it was 


between Philly and New York. | had him call you from there, as his own phone was destroyed. You were right 


to take the train". 
"I've never heard him like that before". 


Nick exhaled sharply. " I've known Roger and Judy for years, they were together since school. Most of their 
lives, really. This is just bloody terrible". He tugged on his mustache fretfully. " How is he going to carry on?" 
We pulled up to the front of the Holiday Inn 

| entered the lobby and saw Dave and Rick standing there, in shock. 

" Told you she'd come" Dave said, looking at Rick. They both gave me a hug. 

" Was the train alright?" Rick asked. 

" Yes, it was fine." 

" l'm sure Nick told you" Rick added. 

" Yes, he did". 

" Roger will be so glad to see you. So good of you to come. How long is the trip anyway?" 

" About 2 1/2 hours". 

" Here, I'll show you where his room is" Dave offered. 

He escorted me to the elevator. 

" Poor Roger" he sighed, running his hand through his long blond hair." If Ginger did that to me, | don't know 
what I'd do". Dave looked up at the ceiling and shook his head. 

Dave walked me to the door, then back to the elevator to meet the others downstairs. The room was 519. The 
overhead lights were buzzing in the hallway, making me feel like my head was spinning. 

" Roger?" | knocked quietly. " Its Evelyn. May | come in?" 

The door opened slowly to reveal an uncharacteristically disheveled man, face drawn and pale with grief. The 
room was pitch black. The phone, as Nick said, was smashed into pieces onto the floor. 

" You're really here" he whispered weakly. Very unlike him. 

" Yes, I'm here Roger. | got the first train | could. What happened?" 

He took my hand, and we sat together on the edge of the bed 

" Roger? " 

" She left me, Evelyn. For someone else". His voice quivered. 

" Oh, Roger no". | rested my hand on his thigh. 

"Its my fault. Even before | knew you there were problems. How could this happen? She was my first love. 
She was my everything. She supported us when | was first starting out. Now that | can give her a good life, 
this is how she repays me?" 

| nodded empathetically. He just needed me to listen 

" Am | really that much of a bastard? That she had to tell me over the phone?" 

Roger was vulnerable. A side | had not yet seen He was trying to be staid, but flashes of seething anger kept 
coming out the more it hit him that he would soon be divorced and alone. 

" | don't know anything when it comes to you female lot" he said, rather scathingly. 

" That's not true. Don't be silly". | touched his shoulder gently. 

" Roger, look at me". 

"| can't" . He turned away and put his hand up to block me. 

" Please?" 


After several minutes, He finally did. | touched his face and felt the torrent of tears stream across my 
fingers. His green eyes were filled with fear and sadness. 

"Men don't do this!" he shouted into the darkness. " They carry on, they don't cry". 

" You just had your heart broken. That's bullshit” | never saw my father cry, not even when his twin sister, 
Lauren's namesake, was lowered into the ground after she killed herself. 

Roger grabbed the bottle of whiskey, almost empty, on the nightstand nearby. He stared at it intently. 

‘Ive never been hurt like this. | was a baby when my father died but this, this is just fucking horrible." He 
took a long drink and slammed the bottle back down on the table. 

"| can't eat, | can't sleep" he cried." All| keep thinking about is Judy getting fucked by some other guy in our 
bed. That fucking cunt! | hope it was worth it". Roger threw the bottle on the floor and gripped his hair in his 
hands in frustration. | looked down and also saw his wedding band lying on the ground. 

| braced my arms around him, fearing he would break more objects in the room. We fell back onto the bed, 
and started to cry. 

"Im so sorry she hurt you" | sobbed into his shirt. 

"| can't believe this is happening! What did | do?" 

Roger held me tightly and his chest heaved as the bitter tears finally escaped. Tears he must have been 
holding in for so long. 

We stroked each other's hair in the embrace. It was quiet. All | could hear was our breathing. 

" lIl stay the night. As long as you want me to ". 

" Thank you" His voice was hoarse from too many cigarettes and yelling. 
" Whatever you need, tell me " 

" | need you, Evelyn. Don't leave me like this " 

"| won't", 

| instinctively knew Roger needed to feel wanted. 

| got up and knelt on the bed, and unzipped my dress. | lowered it down and waited there a while, having his 
eyes take in what was before him. 

Roger also knelt on the bed facing me. He undid the clasps on my bra somewhat nervously, as if it were his 
first time. | didn't hurry or aid him in any way. 

He took my face in his hands, and gently kissed me. | covered his hands with my own, tasting the whiskey on 
my tongue. 

" Do you want me?" | asked him. 

" Yes." he breathed." More than ever". 

He pulled off his black shirt and | ran my hands down his smooth, muscular chest. 

" Show me" | whispered, licking his earlobe. 

" Lie on your back" he commanded softly. 

| did exactly that, and he pulled the rest of my dress down, slowly. He licked his lips and then crawled up to 
kiss me again. 

| felt his chest press against mine, our hearts pounding in time. | ran my hands down to undo his belt. 

He moaned softly, and kicked off his jeans. | felt his hardness push against the silk of my panties. 

"| don't want to rush this" | whispered. 

"| know " Roger responded." And neither do l". 

| clutched his hair in my fingers as his mouth moved over my neck. | felt him bite gently as he took his left 
hand, and cupped my breast. 


| could feel myself getting excited, and was aching for him to touch me. 

He lowered his head and brushed my cleavage with his soft, brown hair. His long fingers were splayed and | felt 
the pad of his calloused middle finger over my nipple, teasing it gently. 

| could feel his vulnerability oozing out of every pore. Yet, there was a confident yearning in all of his moves. 
| felt goosebumps on my arms as he took my right breast in his mouth. | looked down and saw his full lips 
envelop my nipple hungrily. | stroked his hair and rubbed my leg against his groin 

With what little moonlight shone through the window, | saw Roger's green eyes look up at me. They were no 
longer full of sadness, but now desire. 

"| need to touch you", he begged, sliding off my underwear. " | can't wait anymore". 

| opened my legs slightly for him, and felt his fingers slide around in my wetness. He rubbed softly, then 
thrust his middle finger inside. 

He smiled, pushing deeper. his chest was gleaming with sweat. 

" Do you like this?" he asked. 

" Yes. " | reached my arm down, inviting him to move closer. " And | want to touch you while you touch 

me ". 

| took his hard cock in my hand, and slowly stroked up and down the shaft. In response to my movements, he 
wiggled his finger and rubbed my swollen clit with his thumb. 

| arched my back, and closed my eyes. 

" Look at me" Roger begged, as | continued to pleasure him with my hand. 

| opened my eyes. 

"| want to see your face when you come ", he told me. 

With that, | felt him bend his finger vigorously, never faltering from simultaneously flicking his thumb. | felt 
like | was going to explode from pleasure. 

| started to shake, and then moved my hand faster on him. He was the hardest | had ever felt. 

Roger then moved my hand away, planting his face straight into my lap. His tongue was relentless, and | could 
feel his prominent nose trace my labia. 

He slid his tongue inside, just as | was coming. | could feel my juices running into his mouth and he drank it up 
fervently, growling and humming until | felt light-headed. 

He did one last slow, careful lick and crawled up to kiss me. | held his achingly stiff cock in my hand, and guided 
it for him into me. 

He entered, inch by inch, making me wet all over again. His hair fell around his face, and he nuzzled my cheek 
with his nose. 

Each thrust was pleasurably slow. We never broke our gaze. | pressed my thighs against his sides. | glided my 
hand his back and made my way down to the lower curve just above his surprisingly round behind. 

" Evelyn?" 

" Yes?" 

" Where did you come from?" 

| laughed " From New York" 

Roger smiled." | know that". 

| kissed him and ended his attempt at pillow talk. 

" | love your brown eyes" he continued." | love the way they light up when you laugh. Very cute ". 
" Yours are prettier. They change color with your moods". 


" | never noticed" 


| took his face in both if my hands as he continued to move inside. | traced his full, pink lips with my thumb. 
" All | want is to make love to you all night" he whispered. " Please let me". 

" Yes" | sighed, feeling myself tighten around his hardness. He grabbed my wrists and pinned them down. His 
movements were now progressively faster. His face was inches apart from my own. His eyes closed 
momentarily, then flew wide open. They were now green again, not gray as they had been when | walked into 
the room. 

i Evelyn", he said, the syllables flowing effortlessly. " Say my name". 

" Roger" 

" Louder". He pressed his forearms tightly against my wrists, pushing them into the pillow. 

" Roger". 

His eyes were intense. The ends of his hair were saturated in the sweat that dripped from his forehead. | 
tenderly licked his face. 

" Oh God," he panted, mouth agape. " You feel so fucking good”. He took my breast in his mouth again, his hips 
bucking wildly against mine. 

" Roger, lm going to..." 

He thrusted one last time, biting his lip and throwing his head back as he ejaculated. | felt my own release flood 
from my body. 

Roger finally caught his breath, collapsed on top of me, and kissed my forehead. 

" Oh, fuck". 

" Don't worry, l'm on the pill" | told him. 

"Im sorry, | didn't even think". 

" It's okay". | was lying on my back, and cradled his head in my breast. 

"| don't think | can get anyone pregnant anyway. Jude and | tried for a few years, and nothing happened. It's 
just as well, seeing how things have turned out". He traced his fingers on my hip bone, and then made circles 
on my inner thigh. 

" Roger, do you mind if | call room service? I'm a little hungry. You should eat too". 

" That's fine. Whatever you want". 

" Oh wait, your phone is broken’. He looked up at me and then after a brief pause, we both started to laugh. 
"You know, | have family in Philly, on my mother's side. Of course, they live in Chestnut Hill. My mother grew 
up with Princess Grace of Monaco". 

" So, not only are you American, but you're wealthy too?" 

" Yes, Roger. But money is not an appropriate or polite conversation to have. However, | took acid during my 
coming out party in The Plaza hotel. My mother didn't speak to me for a month". 

" You Americans have some strange traditions. " Roger marveled." And perfect teeth. | have never seen such 
a thing, and I've been lots of places". 

" Well, what's your opinion of American girls? How are we different from English girls? | always thought Brit 
boys were a bit snooty and not sexual, but of course, | was wrong". | tapped his shoulder playfully. 

Roger laughed." Well, | like to drink tea but I'm certainly not snooty nor proper. My mum was a school 
teacher. | was good in sports. Don't laugh, but | thought American girls all looked like Marilyn Monroe and were 
outspoken. We also heard your skills at oral sex were quite incomparable". 

" And how do you know this?” 

" My best friend Willa shagged a daughter of one of the American Air Force officers near my hometown of 
Cambridge. " 


" And now, would you say that's true ?" 

" Absolutely accurate". 

" Why don't | refresh your memory?" 

" You're awfully cheeky. That's what | like about you. You just say what's on your mind. | always got shit for 
being the same way". 

" | think they call that high-spirited’ | said, slinking down Roger's chest and stomach. 

He chuckled, and then responded with a low, satisfying hum as | took him in my mouth to remind him. 


"Cheryl, I'm so glad you're back" | told her. 


" Derrick was asking about you and Lauren. I'm so proud of him, he's doing so well in school. He's going to be 


my Martin Scorscese". She and | were having a catch-up lunch at her house. 

| couldn't sleep the right before. | was racked with guilt 

"You didn't get into trouble while | was gone, did you?" she asked innocuously. "Evelyn?" 
"What? Oh l'm sorry, | didn't sleep well last night” 


"You never really have." Cheryl then understood there was a reason behind it, and twirled her hair nervously 


around her finger. 
"You and Lauren had a fight, didn't you?" 


| took a sip of my glass of Pinot Grigio." Yes. Roger showed up at my door, and | invited him in for dinner, 


because she and Bryce cancelled’ 

"Go on.” 

| looked out the churning waves on the shore. What was happening to me? 
" We smoked some pot and Lauren caught us making out in the hot tub". 
Cheryl laughed. " That's it? That's what the fight was about? * 


" Yes, she said she doesn't know me anymore. She kept demanding for me to tell her if | loved him more than 


Paul. | couldn't answer her". 


" You shouldn't have to answer her. It's none of her business. She never had to tell you about her lovers 


before Bryce so why should you?" She picked at her salad. 

"Is something wrong?" | asked her. 

"Oh no. Actually, I'm happy for you. | said you needed something exciting in your life. So how is he? 
"Cheryl!" 


" Oh come on, | want to know, it's not like I'm going to tell anyone or act on it myself. Richard's the only sexy 


silver fox in my life". 


"Now l'm only telling you this because | know you can keep secrets. | don't gossip." Cheryl looked at me as if to 


say "Just get to the point already". 

"Well, | would hope so. | only waited almost forty years to hear this". 
"I also don't compare the men I've had. Apples and oranges, you know?" 
"Evelyn, stop stalling" she giggled. 

" Well, first of all, lets just say, he's large in every way". 


"Ooh" Cheryl replied, crooking up her eyebrow. " | always heard the contrary about tall men’. She refilled both 


of our glasses of wine. 

| felt my cheeks start to flush, thinking of him in that way. 

" You are blushing! Oh Evelyn, how cute! Tell me more". 

"How do | say this without being vulgar? He's a cunning linguist". 

Cheryl looked at me and laughed. "What did you say? | didn't get that". 

" Cunning linguist? " | paused, waiting for Cheryl to get the implication 
"He's great at cunnilingus!” | yelled, exasperatedly. 

"Oh! Now | get it" Cheryl slapped the table with her palm. 

" He was the first man that ever went down on me. | know, silly isn't it?" 


‘I'm not surprised. Those guys we dated from Columbia were neanderthals. Rich but lacking in the ways of the 


carnal arts". Richard was my first for that too. Didn't know if you knew that". 


| felt a little relieved, talking to Cheryl about it. ! knew she wouldn't judge me nor would she divulge the details 


without my permission | felt like we were in college again, sharing our stories. 
‘lm sorry | never told you about him before. | dunno, | thought maybe you wouldn't understand". 


"Oh, Evelyn | know you better than you know yourself. H's a shame he's married now, you two would actually 


make a great couple." 

“There's something else’. 

"What?" 

"Remember two weeks before the wedding, when Paul and | had that huge fight?" 

"And no one could find you that night?" she reminded me. 

" | ran into Roger. He was doing a show at the Nassau Coliseum. He was staying at the Carlyle and saw me in 
the lobby. He noticed | was crying at the bar. After we were together, | told him | could never see him again. 
He got really angry, and | said some nasty words to him. That was February of 1980. Then Paul and | made up 
two days later". 


Cheryl's eyes looked down to the table. 


" | think | know what you are going to ask" | inhaled sharply, feeling the pangs of anxiety. My stomach muscles 
started to spasm. 


"That never crossed your mind? You were with Paul two days after Roger. Then you found out you were 


pregnant after the honeymoon". 
"Cheryl, | am telling you, Roger is not Lauren's father". 
"How can you be so sure?” 


| got up from the table, feeling my blood pressure rise. " She looks nothing like him! Her eyes are brown, like 
mine and Paul's, and she's petite. | can't believe you would even consider that possibility’. 


"Evelyn, don't get mad at me. l'm just saying , think about it’. 
| clutched my chest and started to cry. | never forgave myself for not only what | thought was an indiscretion 


against Paul, but also hurting Roger with venomous words to never see me again. If only Cheryl knew how | 


agonized over that night for the past 32 years! 


"lm not judging you for sleeping with Roger. As far as you were concerned, Paul broke off the engagement. It 
was over. And you ended it with Roger officially as well. No wonder you didn't talk to me or anyone else. You 
must've had the most broken heart that night". Cheryl walked over and held me in her embrace. 


" | thought it was, until | watched Paul die. That was the most broken heart | ever had". 


We both had a good cry for about 20 minutes, standing in the foyer and hugging each other with all of our 
might. 


"Thank God we have each other, Evelyn’. 


| remember the day | found out | was pregnant. | was on a photo shoot for Cosmopolitan magazine. We were in 
the Garment District doing an edgy, outdoor scene. The smell from the old, abandoned factory made me sick to 
my stomach. | set the camera down, feeling the nausea take me over. 

Sandy, the make-up artist on the set, knew about my weak stomach. | told her | was catching the flu. Sandy 


wasn't so sure. 


"Sounds to me like it might be something else" she told me, before | left for the day. "If | were you, I'd go to 
Duane Reade and get a pregnancy test". 


"Oh | can't have kids" | told her dismissively. | packed the camera in its case and grabbed the can of ginger ale 


in my other hand. 
‘Only one way to find out" she told me, matter -of-factly. 


| arrived home an hour later. Paul and | were living on the Upper West Side, near 12nd and Amsterdam. | 


clutched the pregnancy test kit with a trembling hand. 


| took a deep breath, and waited for the test results. Sandy couldn't be right, my own gynecologist told me | 


couldn't have children because my uterus was tilted. 
To my surprise, the test showed positive. 


| thought back to when | had my last period. Then | realized | was late. | was distracted from getting married 
and going back to work after the honeymoon. | slumped down against the wall of the bathroom. 


"Oh, no" | cried, realizing about when the conception may have taken place. | didn't know how to tell Paul. More 


importantly, should | even tell Roger? The very thought of him made me seethe with anger. That bastard. 


| also remember two days before, there were a dozen red roses delivered to my office. | thought that they 
were a thoughtful after-honeymoon present from Paul. | read the card, and then felt all of the air constrict in 
my lungs. 

"Evelyn, please forgive me. l'm sorry. | love you. Roger". 

| threw the bouquet in the trash in a fit of rage. 

Paul wouldn't be home until 6:00 from work. | still had Roger's phone number in England. | was debating on 


calling him to let him know. 


| finally dialed the number, my heart pounding with fear. | couldn't even stand up. | remained sitting on the 
floor, hearing the telltale trans-atlantic beep-beep on the telephone. 


My heart sank when | realized who answered the phone. It was Carolyne. The woman Roger married because | 


told him | wouldn't 
"Hello? Is someone there? Who is this?" 

| couldn't speak. My throat was burning and the tears were welling in my eyes. 
| then heard Roger in the background. "Who's on the phone, Carolyne?" 


| hung up the phone, and cried. 


Chapter 6 


Chapter 6 

The preparations for the wedding ceremony were going smoothly. Cheryl came over early to help Lauren with 
her hair and makeup. Lauren wasn't nearly as nervous as she was the night before. In fact, she fell asleep at 
4:00 in the evening. | guess all of those sleepless nights before had finally caught up with her. 

| took a look at the garden that morning, and watched the transformation with awe. | could now start to relax, 
knowing everything was being executed beyond my expectations. 

| went to the walk-in closet, and pulled out something from one of my hat boxes. It was a diamond necklace 
Paul had given to me when Lauren was born. | wanted to make sure she would now wear it to always have the 
memory of her father with her. 

She often asked about it, and though she knew it was in the shop for repair, she didn't know that the intent 
was to restore it for her use and enjoyment. | couldn't wait to see the look on her face. 

| sat in my bathrobe at the vanity, indulging in a cup of Passion Fruit Tea. Although Lauren and Bryce had lived 
together for two years, | still kept her room the same way, and did not intend to change it. 

There was a knock at the door. 

"Evie, are you alright?" asked Cheryl. 

"Yes, I'm actually well. Come on in’. 

Cheryl had a hanging bag in her hand, which was what | assumed was her dress. 

"l'm just going to hang it in your closet, if that's alright". 

"That's fine. How is Lauren?" 

"She's great. A lot less nervous than you were". 

" She also has a better relationship with her mother than | did." 

"Well, that's certainly true. As for my biological mother, | never met her. Never wanted to. | knew she was 
just a scared |5 year old girl in trouble, and my adopted parents always loved and wanted me. | wouldn't have 
traded that for anything". She paused, and must have felt the lump growing in my throat. 

"Evelyn, talk to me". 

| looked at the diamond necklace in my hand. 

" | stuffed this in a hat box. Why the fuck did | do that? Why is it so painful for me to remember anything? 
And just like me, she's walking down the aisle alone because her father is dead’. 

"Evelyn, don't say that" 

"But it's true Cheryl! I've stuffed everything away in a corner. Christ, we've been friends for almost forty 
years and l'm just now telling you about Roger". 

Cheryl placed her hands on my shoulders and leaned over, titling her head to see my face. 

"You've kept secrets your whole life. Who did you ever think would judge you? | never would. For some reason 
you always cared what other people thought". 

‘| really wish | wasn't that way". | looked in the mirror and sighed. 


| never was a man that enjoyed suits very much. At least with tuxedos, you could always return them to the 


shop. You didn't have to agonize over a tie nor what was the best coloured shirt to wear. It also felt too much 
like dressing for school. 

Laurie and | spoke on the phone last night. We chatted about every day pleasantries. | missed her, but couldn't 
stop thinking of Evelyn. How she still looked so beautiful after all of these years. How life would have been 
different had she married me. But she would have left me too, like the others had, as | was quite unbearable 
at times. | was also told | was uncaring, and always made them feel insignificant. It made me wonder if they 
were all right about that. 

| didn't know what to expect when | saw Evelyn again. | wasn't sure if she would slam the door in my face. | 
was rather nasty with her the last time we had spoken. | sent her red roses to apologize, but she never called 
me. 

| distinctly remember thinking of her on llth September. In fact, all of us in the UK were thinking about our 
dear friends that lived in New York | was in my own emotional turmoil, going through a divorce with Priscilla, 
and couldn't help but wonder how Evelyn was doing. If she got back together with that Paul fellow and married 
him. If she had children of her own. If she still had that house on the Island. 

Then | moved to Manhattan around 2005, but | was afraid to look for Evelyn. | knew Laurie would feel 
threatened. Now | can see why her fears could be confirmed. 

| took a long look at myself in the mirror. | never fussed over my appearance quite like this. | felt my palms 
start to sweat, and my heart race. | even shaved in the shower. Christ, what was this woman doing to me? 
Just then, my | Phone rang. It was my daughter, India. She was contacting me on Face Time. | was still getting 
the hang of that bloody thing. 

"Dad?" Oh my God, my baby is grown up. | guess Evelyn's not the only one having a hard time seeing her 
daughter on her own. | began to have slight palpitations, but bless her, she smiled brightly as if she didn't 
have a worry in the world. 

"Hi sweetheart! How are you?" 

‘lm okay. Just busy. You?" 

‘Same. But not too busy to talk to you". 

"You're in a great mood. I'm glad" She laughs just like her mother. But she looked uncannily like me and her 
Nana "She's you with blonde hair and tits, Roger!" my friends would say in jest. 

When Carolyne and | split up, she was a teenager. Harry would never tell me how he felt, but | knew India 
blamed me for it. There was a while she stopped eating, and she had to be hospitalized a few times for 
nervous breakdowns. | would secretly cry at night, cursing myself for letting their mother walk out of my life. 
" l'm actually going to a wedding today. It's an old friend of mine, her daughter is getting married". 

"Anyone | know?" 

"No, | knew her even before your mum". 

"Really? Oh okay". | felt her inhale her breath. 

"Its not like that". 

"| didn't mean it that way. You normally aren't that excited about going anywhere. An exciting Saturday for you 
is playing Gin Rummy and listening to Chet Baker". 

She knew me like an open book. | could never hide anything from her. 

| must have been lost in my thoughts because | could see she was getting slightly antsy . 

"Have fun Dad. | don't want you to be late. Call me tomorrow when you get a chance. I'm about to go out for 
dinner". 


ja, | love you. 
"Ind | | y " 


| love you too, Dad". 
She seemed to be a little surprised | admit, | was away a lot when they were young. But | did tell my children 
every day | loved them. Since my own father was dead before | really knew him, | made it a point to do so. 


| had not been this nervous in years. 


Lauren looked so beautiful walking down the aisle. | was just sad that like me, she walked without her father 
being there to give her away. | dabbed my eyes with the tissues, afraid to mess up my makeup. 

Everyone that was invited had shown up. Roger was sitting in the back. He looked rather handsome in his 
simple black suit. He wrung his hands nervously. 

The priest began to conduct the ceremony. Lauren and Bryce looked so happy. | think | was more nervous than 
they were. 

"Do you, Bryce Edward Hanson, take Lauren Antonia Halstead to be your lawfully wedded wife, to have and to 
hold, from this day forward?" asked the priest. 

Bryce smiled and turned towards the attendees. 

"| dol" he exclaimed proudly. 

" And do you, Lauren Antonia Halstead, take Bryce Edward Hanson to be your lawfully wedded husband?" 

"I do". She turned and looked at me. Cheryl started to cry uncontrollably. | put my hand on her shoulder. 

"Evie, she's so precious" she said. "We're so proud of her". 

"Yes. Yes we are." | felt my own tears well up in my eyes. 

The priest addressed the audience. "Now, by the power invested in me, | know pronounce you man and wife. You 
may kiss the bride’. 


A burst of cheers rang throughout the garden. My little girl was now a woman, 


We were all having a great time in the garden. The band was playing wonderful songs. Everyone was 
complimenting Cheryl and | on what a great job we did putting the ceremony together. Now it was time to 
celebrate. 

Roger came to our table, grinning. 

"Do you need some wine?" | asked him. 

"Of course. So do you." He got the attention of one of the waiters and handed me a glass of Pinot Grigio. 

"By the way, you look gorgeous" he said, leaning over to whisper in my ear. Cheryl giggled, and went off to 
dance with her husband. 

"Thank you, Roger. You look rather handsome yourself". 

"I think this is the first time in all the years we've known each other that you've seen me this dressed up". 
"Well, there is a first time for everything’. 

Lauren and Bryce were really enjoying their wedding celebration | couldn't be prouder of the two of them. They 
mingled with the guests and danced literally the entire time. 

"Is that so?" Roger asked, raising an eyebrow curiously. 

"Yes, but I'm glad | keep finding out new things about you". 

"| wish them the best" he said earnestly. "They look so happy.” 

"They do. Bryce is a great guy. He would move the world for her". 

Just then, the opening notes of Glenn Miller's "Moonlight Serenade" started to play. Many of the couples began 


to get on the dance floor. Roger stared at me, like the first time he kissed me. 

"Evelyn, would you like to dance with me?" He took my hand in his. 

‘| would love to". 

We moved into the middle of the dance floor. | nestled my head in his shirt. 

"Speaking of firsts, this is another one. | don't care if I'm doing it wrong’. 

"Roger, you're not doing it wrong. Don't be ridiculous". 

"My mum taught me and my older brother how to slow dance. Glenn Miller was always her favorite". 
We swayed naturally to the rhythm. It had been so long since | danced with someone. 

| began to feel intoxicated from the wine, and from him. It was as if we were the only two in the room. | kept 
thinking of the lyrics from my dad's favorite Sinatra song “The Last Dance" 

And save me the first dance in your dreams tonight 

"You look so beautiful, Evelyn’. Then he kissed me. He squeezed my right hand in his slightly. 


| caught Cheryl's eye, and she gave me a wink 


| helped Evelyn up the stairs into her house, and we laughed. It was as if time never passed. 

She threw her shoes into the corner with abandon. 

"Roger, take your shoes and your tie off. Get comfortable". 

| obliged, not wanting to offend her. 

Her brown eyes were arresting. They always made me stop whatever | was doing. They twinkled as she poured 
two glasses of wine. 

‘I've never known you to say no to a nightcap". 

She stood still, to my delight. | loved her body. Her soft hair, her full breasts, the curve of her back and her 
legs. She did not look that much different than when | had met her when she was 22. 

"You're right, | don't say no." | walked over to her, and took her in my arms. 

| started to hum off-key, and she laughed softly. We swayed as if we were still dancing. 

"Roger, would you like to come upstairs?" She started to play with the lapels of my suit jacket, indicating she 
wanted me to take it off. 

"Yes". She smelled sweet. Her lips tasted even sweeter. 

To her surprise, | lifted her up, and began to ascend the staircase. 

"Just tell me where your room is" | said. 

"Don't worry". 

We got to her room, and there was a soft light from the moon coming from the window. | lay her gently on 
the bed, and kissed her again. | heard the ocean waves outside, and never felt more peaceful. 

" | don't want this night to end" she confessed to me. | felt her grab my hair and pull my face into hers. 

| often wondered if she knew how much | thought about her. Then and now. 

" Neither do |" | told her, honestly. 

" Roger, make love to me" she begged, unbuttoning my dress shirt. 

" | was hoping you'd say that, Evelyn’. 

And | did. 


The End 


Chapter 4 


Author's Notes: 
This is purely a work of fiction, not written for profit. | do not know these people personally. 


Chapter Four 


Lauren and | were walking on the beach. The orange and pink hues of the sunset splashed across the sky. The 
waves rolled in with the high tide. 


" Mom, | just wanted to say, I'm really sorry for taking everything out on you. | was out of line". 
‘Its OK. We've all been under a lot of stress lately." 


| stepped back and looked at my daughter. It was amazing how much she looked like me at that age. What | 
envied about her was her chestnut brown shine in her hair. Mine is what you call golden brown, mixed with a 
few grays here and there. She wore her hair long, to the middle of her back. | used to love styling her hair 
when she was a little girl. She would tell me about how her day was at school, and how her piano lessons were 


coming along as she sat between my knees. 


She was also a spectacular dancer. She took to it like a duck to water. Her studies were just as effortless. She 
graduated top of her class and went to Barnard, just like | had. 


She met Bryce again several summers later, in law school. They were both extremely ambitious and eager to 
help others. Lauren went into the estate planning side and Bryce pursued environmental law. Lauren told me she 
chose estate planning because she empathized with those losing precious loved ones and had trouble keeping 
their finances in order. 

"Mom, are you OK?" She traced the sand with her toes. 

"Yes, Lauren | just want you to know Daddy and | have always been proud of you". 


"Thanks, Mom. Again, | wanted to say l'm sorry about everything. Roger probably thinks l'm a spiteful bitch" 


"He doesn't think that about you. I'm sure once you really get to talk to him, he'll know how sweet and kind you 


are". 
Lauren giggled to herself. 


‘Ive got it!" she exclaimed. "Tell him to come to the wedding. Bryce has been asking me to invite him. You have 


no idea how much it would mean to him- well, us, if he shows up". 
| suppose | could ask". 

Lauren tugged my sleeve. 

‘Isn't that him over there now?" 


| looked, and saw Roger casting a fishing line off of the jetty. The strong breeze seemed to lull him into a 
dreamy tranquility. His khaki pants were cuffed and his rather long legs were dangling over the rocks. 


"Mom, lets go ask him now!" 

"Are you sure? He might be busy doing something else". 

Lauren started to laugh. "Mom, you could ask him to do anything. You have that power". 
"Ha, you really think so?" 


We started to walk towards the jetty. Roger happened to look over, and waved with his free hand. He smiled 
and started to reel in the rod. 


" Just in time, | think | caught something!” He pulled the line back, taut. A large black sea bass emerged on the 


line. Then, to my surprise, he released it back into the water. 

"It wasn't long enough, | had to throw it back So how are you girls enjoying the beach?" 
"Just fine. Going for a walk". 

Lauren twirled her hair nervously. 


| wanted to ask you something. We wanted to know if you had any plans on Saturday. We would all be delighted 


if you could come to the wedding". 

Roger stood up on the jetty, and put down the fishing rod. 

" | think I've got a suit in the house" he said, smiling. "Lauren, | would be delighted". 

"Thank you", | said." It's at the house. It starts at two." 

"Mom, | really should get back to the house" Lauren stated." Roger, I'm so glad you can come". 


As Lauren walked away, she winked at me. 


"Aren't the rocks hurting your feet?" | asked. The wind started to pick up as the last orange hues danced 


across the water. 
" Not really, but | would prefer sand under them." 
"Well, come on then, let's take a walk". 


| saw Roger gaze out at the sea. The air, though gusty, seemed to instead blow the gentlest kiss on his face. 


He closed his eyes to enjoy the moment. | had never seen him at peace like this. 


"Now | understand why you love it here. Back in England, | always made sure my home was not far from a lake 


or a river. My surname is just an odd coincidence to my love of being surrounded by water". 

| gave Roger a playful tap on his shoulder, and then to my surprise, he grabbed my hand and held it in his. 
‘After all these years, | thought I'd be over you. But seeing you again brought it all back for me. In retrospect, 
| understand why you wouldn't marry me. It was the wrong time. | was a bitter man, and wouldn't have been 
very good for you." 


"And you were newly divorced" | added. "I never wanted to be someone's rebound". 


"That's OK, | didn't realize | had an addiction to marriage. Even my therapist didn't catch on, go fucking figure. | 
could have saved thousands of pounds had | known that all along”. 


We continued to walk. The ocean sparkled from the last rays of sun. Once again, nature was setting the mood. 


It was May of 1975. Roger had found out | was staying in Paris for three weeks for a belated college 
graduation present. | had gotten back from a day of exploring the Musee D'Orsay and the Louvre. It was my 
first time there, and | was falling in love with the city. Paris was magical in its pulse and fashion-forwardness. 
You could be eating in the tiniest café and still feel regal and sophisticated. 

Just as | was about to head out again to walk around the Left Bank, the phone rang. 


"Hello?" 


Laughter. Then a slight pause. 


" You're getting a bit of the Parisian accent already". 

"Roger? How did you know | was here? How are you?" | hadn't heard from him since after Judy left him. 

" | told the housekeeper | was a hotel manager and that your bill was overdue". 

"You asshole!" | giggled. "You really are crazy. Are you home?" 

"Yeah, but | need a break. We've been working on a new album." 

"You, a break? But don't you love working?" 

"Not the point. London's not as far away as you think. Now that | know you're in Paris, | can meet you and 
then take you to San Tropez. Dave and his fiancée, Ginger are going too, and | would feel awfully terrible if | 
was made to be the third wheel”. 

"How did | know this call was because you wanted something from me?" 


Roger got defensive. " What | want is to see you. I'm not a man who operates on agendas." 


‘I'm sorry. It's the cynical New Yorker in me". | looked at the clock on the wall and resigned my exploration of 


the city to another night: 

Roger must've sensed my impetuosity. 

"Love, am | keeping you?" 

" | was about to head out. But I'd rather catch up with you and see what's been going on in your life". 


"Well, | told you | was working on a new album. And l'm still trying to get used to the single life. How about you, 


Im sure you have a handsome boyfriend by now" 
"No, | dont". 

"Perfect. No guilt, right?" 

"Right". 

"You don't sound too happy to hear from me’. 


"Its not that, Roger." 


"Then what is it?" 
"I thought you forgot about me already". 


‘On the contrary, no. You got me through my divorce. And if | may be so blunt, | thought of you and wanked 
off quite a few times". 


‘Roger! 
"Oh come on, you don't think about me when you touch yourself?" 

"| dontt do that” 

Roger laughed. " Ah, Evelyn no need to be proper. Look where proper got me. Divorced" 


| twirled the cord of the phone in my fingers nervously. | closed my eyes and longed for him to be in front of 


me. | had tried, in vain, to deny all along that he was on my mind. 

"Was that a sigh | just heard? You want me still, don't you?" 

"Yes", | admitted. 

" Then don't go anywhere. I'll be there in the morning’. 

"What time in the morning?" 

"I'm not telling you. | want to keep you on your toes. It won't be inappropriate, trust me". 


" See you then, Roger". 


| had a dream | was walking on the Champs-Elysees. There was a slight rain and | kept hearing Edith Piaf 
singing off in the distance. It was rich, lovely, elegant. The sky was an ever-changing blue-gray. The flowers 


bloomed, a trickle of rain water running down into them. 


| stopped to watch a little girl follow ardently behind her father. They looked very uncannily like me and my 
father. 


Then | felt a man's hand rest firmly on my shoulder. | turned around, startled. 


The face was obscured from view in the fog, but felt his hands all over me. It was so vivid and | seemed to 


quiver. The electricity from his touch pulsated throughout my body. 
Then | felt lips on my neck. Full and eager. They were Roger's. 
" | told you I'd be here in the morning". 


The next day, the four of us met up in Paris and headed off to San Tropez Little did | know it would be one of 
the defining moments of my life. 


Roger and | had gone back into the house in San Tropez after spending a day on a yacht. Ginger was preparing 
a light dinner while Dave strummed on the guitar on a rocking chair in the living room. He swung his bare foot 
back and forth in time with the composition 


The phone rang. Ginger went to answer it, as Dave was preoccupied with playing. The few times | observed him, 


he seemed to be other-worldly. 

Ginger's face suddenly grew pale. Her red hair even seemed to drain of its gorgeous bright hue. 

"Evelyn, it's your mother. Its urgent". Ginger stood there, motionless as she handed the phone over to me. 
"Hello?" 

"Evelyn" 

"Mom, how did you find me here?" 


"You need to come home". My mother never had shown much emotion in her voice prior to that call. | knew 


something was wrong. Any other time, she would have cared less. "Right away’. 


"Mom? Mom, talk to me! What's wrong? Answer mel" | heard faint static on the other end of the telephone 


line. 


She sharply inhaled her breath, another trait not characteristic of her. "Your father..just died He had a heart 


attack. The doctor's couldn't save him". 


"No! No! No!" | screamed and collapsed onto the floor. | couldn't make out anything else she may have said. 
Dave dropped his guitar in abandon, running out to the beach to call for Roger. The world literally stopped at 
that very moment. | had spoken to my father the day before, telling him about my vacation | don't even 


remember if | told him | loved him. 


| held the phone in my hand limply, but could not bear to let it go. My mother cried tears of anguish on the 


other line. | strained to hear it over my own guttural sobs. 


Amazingly, | was able to muster the strength to tell her | would be home as soon as | could Ginger deftly 
wrested the phone from my hand and hung it back up on the receiver. 


Roger stood in the entryway with Dave, his eyes frozen by the sight he saw before him. | had never seen him 
more terrified Ginger sensed it was something horrible before | even told everyone. She wiped the torrent of 
her own tears with the back of her hand. Dave came to her wordlessly, and held her tight while he was behind 


her. 

"Roger, my father's dead" | cried. 

" Oh my God, Evelyn". 

| couldn't move from the floor. My legs were locked and my feet were glued to the very spot. Roger sat down 
on the floor and pulled me into his lap. | continued to scream and pound my fist against his chest as he quietly 
rocked me, like | was a frightened baby. He pressed his lips to my forehead and clutched me against him 
tightly. Ginger and Dave sat on opposite sides of Roger, resting their hands on my knees in comfort. 


" | didn't tell him | loved him. | didn't say goodbye". 


Its not your fault". Strange that Roger said that, because he didn’t feel it pertained to his own guilt about his 
father. 


| felt my hair become slightly wet. Although Roger was a baby at the time, he knew better than anyone what 


it was like to lose a father. And he was still dealing with those feelings as a young man 


| had never felt so helpless and alone as | did that very moment. He wasn't just my father, he was my 


confidant. 
Ginger composed herself, and started making calls to the airlines to get flight information 


"We'll get you home" Dave assured me. "I'l start packing our things. | am so sorry this happened to you". 


We got the first flight we could to Paris. The three of them also accompanied me to Orly Airport, as they had 
decided it was best to head back to London. | had slept for maybe a half-hour that whole night. Roger barely 
slept himself, and several times | noticed he was watching me in the bed as he was lying next to me. He was 


stepping into the protector role of the father | had just lost. 


We all stood in the gate, in a daze. Ginger and Dave called their fathers the night before to tell them they 


loved them and that they would call them again soon. 


"Stay strong" Ginger told me quietly. "You and your mother need each other more than ever". | smelled the 


jasmine in her hair as she hugged me. Dave also came and wrapped his arms around the two of us. 
"I'm so sorry" he said, over and over again. 


They walked back towards the seats, and Roger waited with me until my flight was called. After that moment, 
| had such a horrible mental association with TWA. 


He grasped my hands inside his, facing me. | could feel him tremble as they made the announcement for 
boar ding. 


"Promise you'll call and write to me. Please". 


Roger and | were in each other's embrace for what seemed an eternity. How could the rest of the world go on 
as usual? Didn't they know what we lost? 


It doesn't matter how late" Roger continued. "I'm only a phone call away". 


| cried into his chest, feeling the aching loss of my father once again. There was a void that would never be 


filled 

"I will" | said He kissed me with such profound tenderness before | slipped away to head towards the tarmac. 
Roger watched me walk away, then called my name. 

"Evelyn". | turned around, the tears still flooding my eyes. 

"| love you" 

" | love you too, Roger". 

| saw him run towards me. 

"Don't worry about your mother" he assured me. 

I'm not. What are you getting at?" 

"After the funeral, come live with me in London. We can start a life together". 


"Roger, | can't. The grief is making us both not think clearly". 


" | don't give a damn. What l'm saying is, | knew | was meant to be there with you last night. | don't want to 


leave your side". 


" We can still write and call each other. | have a lot of things to help my mother with and sort out for 
myself" 


"Evelyn Mary Andrews-Marry me". | couldn't believe what | was hearing. Roger was never the sentimental, 
love-struck fool that he was currently portraying. He seemed to be overcome with my loss in an entirely 
different way. 


‘lm sorry Roger. | can't". 


From then on, | only used Charles De Gaulle as the main airport in Paris because the sorrow in Roger's face 


burned in my mind and haunted me for many years to follow. 


